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VHAT FT THINK OF SIDNEY LENZ - by Ely Culbertson 








This white 
dot identifies 
_ Sheaffer's, the 
ONLY Zenuine 
is enna pen, 


No. 818, Com 
plete with Life- 
time® desk foun- 
tain pen, $15. 


Six-piece Ensemble 
-—Sets Complete, from 
—~$20 to $72. Pieces sold 
= O914 teces SO 

separately. 


New Gift Ideas in Sheaffer's 


At Prices You Want to Pay: Pens, regular line, from $3; Lifetime’ 
Pens from $7; Ensemble Sets $5 to $200; Pencils from $2.50 


For Christmas, only the newest ideas in fine writing instruments will do. Built-in 
quality holds Sheaffer's preeminently in the lead in fountain pen sales. So 
identify your gift with Sheaffer's white dot. It is the sign of the only genuine 
Lifetime’ guarantee— more than a promise to pay repair bills, a guarantee 
against the need of repairs. Choose Sheaffer's and give for life. 


Sheaffer's new Autograph pen has your own personal signature engraved on the 14-karat gold 
band. Its new Feathertouch pen point combines platinum with gold — magically increasing writing 
speed — sensitizing the flow to your lightest stroke. The platinum covering of the pen point channel 
“lubricates” the flow of writing fluid, giving you, with other Sheaffer advancements, the world's 
supreme writing instrument. Far more gold and more costly iridium are used in building this super 
point—the finest selected iridium is used, at three times the cost of that in ordinary pens. This pen 
point alone costs more to make than most entire pens. But a revolutionary new ease in writing is 
created. It could never be had by building down to a price. Matched writing equipment is the vogue =" 
of today, so Sheaffer presents the Autograph Ensemble set, embracing fine instruments for every writ- The k 
ing need. In the $3 and $5 classes, Sheaffer pens and pencils are guaranteed to give best perform- / media 
ance and are the finest in the world at these prices. Select Sheaffer's and be sure of the right gift. often. 
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BLOCK LETTERS 
in Sterling Silver $4.50 Each 
In Solid 14K Green Gold 
$10.00 Each 


=, 





MONOGRAM KEY TOP 





The key top applied to your key, im- 
mediately identifies that key you use 


often. 


‘) In ordering, send key or proper 
blank and we will apply top 


In Sterling Silver $5.00 
\ In Solid 14K Green Gold $10.00 
Y 





\\ SEND MONEY ORDER OR CHECK 


WITH YOUR ORDER 





Personal Gifts for (hristmas 


THE PERSONAL KEY CHAIN 


y. tses many years of experience with 

moderate priced gifts we have found 
this hand made key chain, either in sterling 
silver or 14K gold, to be one of the most 
practical and satisfactory articles we have 


ever sold. 


It is absolutely flexible, holds a great num- 
ber of keys and has our name and a regis- 
tered number stamped on the back for 


identification. 


It may be used for any occasion, either in 
a social or business way and has met with 
great approval in instances where a number 


of gifts were required. 


MONEY -CLIP 
Individual, Practical and Satisfactory 


By a special method of handling the metal 
we have been able to produce a Money-Clip 
which will retain its spring even though it 
has been opened extremely wide. This is a 
very important feature in any money clip. 





The Gift “De luxe” 


14K GREEN GOLD 
INITIALS IN PLATINUM 


Set with approximately 50 fine cut 
diamonds 


$150.00 


Set with approximately 30 fine cut 
diamonds, 10 genuine rubies and 
11 sapphires 
$150.00 


Same as above set with synthetic 
rubies and sapphires 





CIRCLE MONOGRAM 
In Sterling Silver $5.00 Each 


In Solid 14K Green Gold 
$11.00 Each 











In Sterling Silver $5.00 Each 
In Solid 14K Green Gold 
$15.00 Each 





When ordering circle monograms, 
please mention position of last letter, 
either in center or on end. 





ALL CUTS ACTUAL SIZE. 





BOYDEN MINUTH Co. 


CRAFTERS OF THE UNUSUAL IN 


JEWELRY 
29 E. Madison Street 


Chicago, Il. 


$125.00 


Copyright 1931 
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after-taste 





Patricia Hall 
New York City 


cigarette 


I hate a cigarette which 
leaves a stale, tobacco-y 


MARLBOROS 
leave the mouth fresh and 
clean. 


and 


I hate the possibility of 
infection from torn skin 
on the lips caused by a 


MARLBORO 
Ivory Tips give me that 
protection. 


. and 


I hate to think thai the 
cigarette I put tomy mouth 
has been handled by germ- 
laden fingers . . 


and MARLBOROS 


give me that assurance of 
cleanliness. 


lam a fastidious smoker... 


SO — I changed to 
MARLBOROS 


all. 


~ 








. 552 more 
in safety and 
enjoyment at 
only 5 cents 
more in price 
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“You can fool women once or perhaps 


twice,” says Lady Astor, “but you can’t 


go on fooling them.” Women are some 
of the people. 
. 


The dangerous age for crossing streets 
is 45, according to a Safety Commission, 
and the worst of it is that you can reach 
that figure just waiting to cross a street. 


A druggist in Miami was robbed three 
times in one week. We have heard that 
the robbings go south for the winter. 


A street-car advertisement says that 
long stockings prevent colds and serious 
bone ailments. The same thing could be 
said about hats. 
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EGINNING with this issue, LIFE will 
B be published monthly. 

I have been called upon by the business, 
circulation and other departments that lurk 
here and there in our offices, to mention the 
matter to our readers and if possible to make 
them as enthusiastic about it as are those 
of us who are directly implicated in the 
change. 

The latter part of the task strikes me as 
merely a waste of your good time. I could never 
quite understand why the makers of a cereal, 
for example, always devote so much space on 
their packages to telling how good the cereal is. 
Such eloquence is probably lost on the jury 
waiting at the breakfast table, nor does it ob- 
viate the candid bribery of more sugar and 
cream. 

Consequently, I do not intend to praise this 
LIFE except to those who, like the horse with 
the medicine at his nose, blow first. The pur- 
pose of LIFE is to justify its title. This is of 
course satisfyingly impossible, though any mag- 
azine whose privilege it is to print such an edi- 
torial as Mr. Martin’s in this issue is not far 
from the right to such a name. 

LIFE has no policy and I trust that it never 
will have one. Of course we have taken great 
wallops at Prohibition and other obvious tar- 
gets, yet so surprising are the changes of 
thought that we shall, believe it or not, publish 
in our next issue what will probably be the most 


A Newsy Word On That Fascinating Subject= 


OURSELVES 


eloquent defense of Prohibition ever printed. 
You should see it... . 

LIFE, as a monthly, will undertake to pro- 
vide you with such an hour as you might spend 
with a few very good friends: a good deal of 
nonsense . . . a little sentiment . . . here and 
there a subject or personality of timely interest 
. .. something about Sports . . . a word about 
that hand of bridge you butchered last night 
. . . Sage comments on the world, the flesh and 
the depression . . . until the glass is empty and 
we part—refreshed, perhaps, for the trials and 
labors and horrible expenses that must be faced 
until we meet again. This LIFE will continue to 
offer you in a measure never less ample than 
the present issue,—in case you suspect that our 
68 pages is mere Yuletide expansiveness. So 
now you’d better take a pretty close look at it 

. and in the January issue I particularly 
recommend a timely article on men’s fashions: 
Style Hints For Meticulous Paupers, by Frank 
Sullivan. B. M. 


To Present Subseribers: 


All subscriptions are automatically extended 
on a basis of 12 issues at $1.50 per year. 


To Present Non-Subseribers: 


Consider all the thinking and searching you 
would do before you would find a Christmas 
gift anything like it-—$1.50. 

The coupon below is for your convenience. 





LIFE 
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New York 


Please send me Lire for one year—12 


issues—$1.50. 
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The Gifts You Get 


YON you will be busy writing letters and paying 
b, pres, trying to thank everyone who has sent 
you a present, careful not to forget anyone. 
But because they weren't addressed to you person- 
ally and sent by mail or express, perhaps you have 
forgotten to acknowledge some of the priceless gifts 
you have received. 
Think for a minute of the welfare organizations that 
have been giving you their time, their training and 
ability, devoting their every effort to make you, 
your family and your neighbors safer and happier. 


The Red Cross and other great organizations fed the 
hungry and nursed the sick while you remained com- 
fortably at home—their gift to you of hours of leisure. 


Volunteer members of national and local associations 
found children who were suffering from tuberculosis, 
sent them to camps and sanatoria to recover—giving 
your children extra protection from exposure. 


Boy Scout 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT ~ 


and Girl Scout leaders gave up their 
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holidays to teach clean living by word and example 
—a gift of better companionship for your children. 


Big Brothers sat in stuffy court rooms to rescue waifs 
and strays who did not have home background to 
guide them—a gift of future good citizenship to 
your community. 


You will probably never meet, nor be able to thank, 
the doctors and scientists who have waged cam- 
paigns to make it increasingly unlikely that you and 
yours should ever contract smallpox, diphtheria, 
typhoid fever or other communicable disease. In 
their laboratories they are searching for means to 
prevent premature death from cancer or heart dis- 
ease. Magnificent gifts to you of health— perhaps 
life itself. 


But you do know some of the great volunteer organ- 
izations which work for you continuously and ask 
your good will and support. At this season will you 
not say “thank you” to two of them by wearing a 
Red Cross button and by using Christmas Seals? 


ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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“See? There is 
a Santa Claus.” 





Among businesses showing an in- 
crease is that of life insurance. Many 
are taking advantage of the chances 
of not getting through the winter. 


Hoover urges the public to regard 
the police with the favor now accord- 
ed to gangsters. Well, when the 
police start taking gangsters for 
tides, the public probably will. 


The Postal Department advises 
that Christmas cards mailed in letter 
size envelopes are less apt to be de- 
layed. We shall try it this year and 
see if the answers are more prompt. 


Fifty-six refrigerator ships recently 
sailed from Seattle for foreign ports 
loaded with apples. What are they 
trying to do, throw our unemployed 
out of work? 


“Every passenger,” says an avia- 
tion official, “receives a bit of cotton 
and a package of gum.” Our sym- 
pathy is with the excited traveler who 
chews the cotton and puts the gum 
in his ears. 


A millionaire gives as his rule for 
success: “Never lose your temper.” 
A better rule would be: “Never lose 
anything.” 












What ( ‘hristmas \jessage This Year 7... wy E.S Man 


Editor’s Note: This editorial by Mr. Martin is especially 
recommended to LIFE’S readers. 


telligent and inspiring comment on the 


he most in- 


hav e 


We regard it as 
times that we 


yel seen. 


N New York where Park Avenue going south meets 
the Grand Central Station there is a big sign up— 
I WILL SHARE—in red letters. It might be a Christ- 
mas sign, but no, it is just a sign of the times— 
an exhortation, a cry to stimulate givers to a fund to 
help out the hungry and the unemployed. Ordinarily 
that is a part of the special errand of Christmas. This 
after, it is to 
every- 


year, long before Christmas and for long 
be everybody’s concern. There is a great want; 
body must help to meet it from whatever resources they 
have. If they don’t, the tax gatherer will be around 
presently to remind them that they owe something. 

Let us watch betimes these appeals to share. They 
seem to be becoming increasingly a rule of life, and 
indeed the most driving social and economic purpose of 
these times is to make that rule work. Here we have an 
enormous production of everything, bins bursting, shops 
overloaded and coincidently unprecedented unemploy- 
ment, hunger, want, suffering. Nobody likes that. You 
good old rule: 

—the simple plan 
That they should take who have the power, 
A nd they should keep who can, 
Somehow since life has come to be organized with such 
enormous factories, such huge combinations of wealth 
and intelligence, it has come to be too easy to take from 
the unorganized multitude. The main economic trouble 
with the world is the reluctance of those who have to 
share in a sufficient degree. It shows more in the processes 
of getting the money than it does when the money is 
gotten. Everywhere one sees big organizations grabbing 
everything in sight that they can reach, swallowing small 
businesses, obliterating small manufacturers, dictating 
methods and conditions, diminishing equality of op- 
portunity for the sake of a profit in cheapened prices. 


reme »mbe r the 


T was in 1899 that William James wrote in a letter 

to Mrs. Whitman: 

“As for me, my bed is made: I am against bigness 
and greatness in all their forms, and in favor of the in- 
visible molecular moral forces that work from individual 
to individual, stealing in through the crannies of the 
world like so many soft rootlets, or like the capillary 
oozing of water, and yet rending the hardest monuments 
of man’s pride, if you give them time. The bigger the 
unit you deal with, the hollower, the more brutal, the 
more mendacious is the life displayed. So I am against 
all big organizations as such, national ones first and fore- 
most; against all big successes and big results; and in 








favor of the eternal forces of truth which always work in 
the individual and immediately unsuccessful way, under- 
dogs always, till history comes, after they are long dead, 
and puts them on the top.” 

What would James say to these times of ours that 
run so strong to bigness? The degree in which it is in- 
vading normal and proper liberties is not yet under- 
stood, but it is probably on the way to be understood 
for it is on the way to affect practically all the details of 
business. No one seems to have compunction these times 
in destroying another man’s prosperity for the sake of 
enhancing his own, at least no corporation seems to have 
such compunction. It is most curious. And yet the active 
spirits in these dislocations are not really much to blame. 
If they get what they can and keep what they can, it is 
merely that old habits of thought, necessary or advisable 
in their time, have held over into an infusion of new 
methods which must be met by new thoughts. 


HERE used to be a popular motto: “Live and let 

live.” It has not been so popular of late. It is really 
the basis of comfortable living. It was regarded, but 
not enough, in the arrangement of the war debts; it 
is regarded but not nearly enough in modern business 
and in mass production. Chain stores, vast hotels, hun- 
dred-story buildings do not seem to think well of it. 
What is going on in our world and in human life is 
the diffusion of this old motto “Live and let live.” Our 
world is being purged of worn-out purposes and attitudes. 
It is being taught that it is not a world of every man 
for himself and the devil take the hindmost; it is being 
taught that there is no true welfare for anyone—man, 
business, organization or nation—which does not con- 
sider and try to provide for the welfare of all. Selfish 
ambitions, egotism, small-minded purposes seem to be 
in process of being ground out of us. The process 
is painful. If it were not painful it would not be effectual, 
for the real way to obtain improvement in human be- 
havior is to bring home to human minds that the 
choice is between that and destruction. In international 
politics that conviction is rapidly proceeding, and be- 
fore we get out of our present difficulties it must drive 
through the other details of life. 

Truly this is an extraordinary time, in which one seems 
to see going on nothing less than a reorganization o/ 
human affairs. There have been pinches before, bad 
pinches, but in all of them, pretty much, the cure has 
seemed to be in great measure a restoration of old order 
somewhat modified. In our present case that is hardly 
true, for what we look forward to is very largely a new 
order. With the rise of machines, the increased acquain- 
tance of man with the secrets of nature, the immense 
increase in control of material things and of communica- 
tion of every sort, and of noise and of advertisement, 
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one sees conditions of life at sight of which younger 


minds and older, both, are fairly flabbergasted. 


HAT then is this year’s Christmas message? If 

we are to meet these vast new problems and sur- 
vive them we must ourselves be renewed. We must share 
and we must have that which we can share. Moreover 
we must hold out against the destructive sweep of mass 
production, against the prevailing debasement of taste, 
against the control of human life by organization that 
would pare it down to meet the standards of materialists 
and fanatics. Mass production there must be. As far 
as the Western world is concerned Gandhi will not win 
it on that issue. It will abide with Henry Ford. But 
mass production is concerned with things. As a servant 
it is marvelous; as a master it is tyrannous and abhorrent. 
So far as that is concerned, we do well to stand in with 
William James against bigness and greatness and with 
the molecular moral forces that have it in them to rend 


What To Do With The Wolf At The Door. 














the hardest monuments of man’s pride. So this Christmas 
let us share not only our material things if we have 
any, but our spiritual possessions as well, if we have 
them, for they are more valuable and even more needed. 
The world’s greatest need is for character, intelligence, 
knowledge and that steady concern for general and 
particular welfare which we know as love. 

There is an immense fund of human kindness in our 
world. It shows up when a cat is built into a brick wall 
or caught in a chimney, when a child is maltreated, 
when a crew of castaways is found floating at sea. Give 
due advertisement to distress and there is a rush to re- 
lieve it. There will be a lot of it this coming winter and 
its relief is one dominating errand; the other is to bring 
such intelligence to the direction of human affairs that 
distress will pass away and not return in anything like the 
same measure. Good minds and kind hearts are what 
we need and that is the great Christmas gift that must 
be forthcoming. 












By 


“Maxine 
Davis 


AHATMA GANDHI is a 

humble man, but he has his 

little points of pride. Shortly 
after his arrival in London, he dis- 
cussed himself briefly. “With all due 
humility,” said India’s holy man, “I 
may say that I have given the British 
Empire more trouble than George 
Washington.” 

It is quite true. The little dark man, 
stalking about like a marabou stork, 
has never been quite a comfort or even 
a convenience to His Majesty’s govern- 
ment. He has been characterized, it is 
said, by Lord Irwin, recent Viceroy of 
India, as 50°;, megalomaniac, 30% 
patriot, and 20°; mad! 

It is not hard to follow the politically moderate Lord 
Irwin. Whether one likes him or not, one must admit 
that Gandhi is one of the two most powerful men in the 
world today. But his Barnum instinct is of a magnitude 
that no mere gift for showmanship can explain. Gandhi 
the Demagogue is wholly egocentric. Gandhi the patriot 
is an effective statesman. St. Gandhi is a common 
phenomenon to the psychologists. 

His gift for the dramatic is unquestioned. And the 
morning he came out of the East one might easily be 
persuaded that he had celestial cooperation. For, as the 
big P & O liner slipped past the Chateau D’If and 
pushed up toward its dock, Marseilles produced one of 
its handsomest sunrises, and, as if switched on by a 
special mecharic, a superb rainbow surrounded the 
“Rajputana.” 

There in the bow, surrounded by Europeans and 


M ahatma 








andhi 


Indians in dark dress, stood the minute figure of the 
Mahatma. Wrapped in his white dhoti, his hands pressed 
as if in prayer, Gandhi moved into the sunrise. 

Many Indian moderates, including Mr. Jinnah, a 
brilliant Bombay Moslem statesman, have told me that 
Gandhi is indeed a holy man, with an earnest belief in 
his cause, but that he is manipulated by the none-too- 
scrupulous politicians of the Congress Party. 

I doubt it. As he stood talking to me recently, preach- 
ing his campaign of non-violence in terms which, to 
western ears, sounded very much like anarchy and revo- 
lution, I doubted this theory. Gandhi, with his jug-like 
ears, his strangely moustached mouth and soft voice, 
seems every inch a leader . . . a leader driven by our old 
friend, the inferiority complex. A man of low birth, 
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high intelligence, mean physique and a weak stomach. 

‘Gandhi is undoubtedly one of the ugliest men who 
has ever walked across history’s page. Small, scrawny, 
bandy-legged, toothless, bald, he bears a rather definite 
resemblance to Mickey Mouse. And yet he has infinite 
dignity and none of the pomposity which has so often 
marked undersized great men. 

It is easy to lose sight of Gandhi the patriot and 
statesman before the gestures of the demagogue. One 
forgets sometimes that whatever his personal delusions 
he is sincere in his convictions. His bitterness toward 
England had its origin in wartime. When England was 
asking for more money and more soldiers, and when 
even such conservatives as Jinnah were asking the Indian 
people to refuse unless the Crown would grant them at 
least the recognition of Indian officers in the army .. . 
lack of trained officers has always been one of the handi- 
caps Great Britain has imposed upon this possession . . . 
Gandhi made soapbox speeches, arguing that such a 
critical period as wartime was no hour for personal or 
racial ambition, and aided the government in getting its 
men and supplies. 


E knows how to catch the English in the heel, be- 

cause he lived among them, first as a student in 
London, where he not only wore European clothes but 
boasted the glory of a high silk hat, and learned about 
oatmeal and wondered why English vegetables were so 
inedible! Later, finding his profession in India as bar- 
rister an unproductive one, he went out to South Africa. 
His job there was none too imposing, more a servant 
of a law-firm, but Gandhi was eager, those days, to 
leave India and so, setting out, garbed with great dignity, 
a frock coat and a small turban, he set out for Pretoria, 
South Africa. 

The young Gandhi was a popular figure in Pretoria, 
and made many Christian friends. Religious discus- 
sions were frequent, but it is not on record that either 
Hindus or Christians made converts. 

In the middle of 1898 Gandhi returned to India. But 
when the Boer War broke out, an Indian ambulance 
corps, 1,100 strong, including Gandhi, left for the front. 
When the tumult and the shouting had died, however, 
Gandhi stayed in Johannesburg to practise law, and 
began to do well, to the extent that he had four Indian 
clerks working for him. In 1904, by way of avocation, 
he took charge of an Indian journal there. Gandhi is 
remembered for his kindness to the wounded Zulus, 
during the Zulu rebellion, and for his organization of a 
nursing corps during an outbreak of the Black Plague 
in South Africa. 

Passive resistance was an idea he first developed in 
South Africa, during a strike. He went to England in 
July, 1914, to talk over this business of a strike, and 
only left for India in December of 1914. 

After the post-war disappointment, however, after 
seeing his countrymen given scant tangible apprecia- 





tion of their services, Gandhi became politically em- 
bittered. And to the mind of this writer there is ample 
ground for his stand. His program has been inexpensive, 
consisting almost entirely in sins of civic omission: the 
boycott on British goods, and the passive resistance, in- 
cluding non-payment of taxes and the right to make salt. 
He succeeds in getting sympathy by refusing to fight 
back against the exasperated British soldiers or police. 


IS favorite catchword, “I represent the half-starved 
dumb millions of India”, has made him beloved. 
He dresses as the lowest Indian, and eats just as much as 
they do. (His vegetable diet does not account for the 
two sets of false teeth in his luggage.) And the cos- 
tume which has made him ridiculous in Europe has 
added to the odor of sanctity which hovers about him 
in the East. 

The spinning wheel he carries with him, his loin-cloth 
and dhoti, and the canned goat’s milk he brought to 
Europe (because the English goats are not the same as 
the Indian quadrupeds), his days of modified silence 
are amusing. As this day consecrated to silence and 
meditation returned each Monday, British statesmen at 
the Round-Table Conference wondered what they would 
have to do. Gandhi solved the problem quite amiably 
by scribbling his answers at the sessions on a scrap of 
paper, thus observing at least the letter of his vow. 

The mad 20°; of Gandhi lies in his sincere convic- 
tion that he is a second Christ, and that Mrs. Naidu, 
short, plump, clever, beaming like a Tammany Ward 
politician at a school treat, and Miss Slade, tall slim 
daughter of a British admiral, looking like a saint, are his 
apostles. 

It is evident that Miss Slade at least is wholly per- 
suaded. Constantly emphasizing the dark degraded past 
of her pre-Gandhi era compared to her present virtue 
and purity as she moves peacefully under her sari of 
white home-spun, she sees herself as another Mary 
Magdalen. 

Add to this the martyr complex and you have the 

picture. When I asked him what would happen if the 
British made none of the necessary concessions for a 
freer India, he said, 
7 E shall have to return to our campaign for an 
Independent India. It will be very bad. I myself 
shall mercifully not be alive to see it. The last resort of 
the British mind is force!” 

Still and all, the Holy Man is a bit of a wit. Respond- 
ing to the constant questions about his costume, he com- 
plained, “You people wear plus fours. Mine are minus 
fours.” 

And then indicated that if things went on getting 
worse in England, he would probably return to Bombay, 
still in his dhoti, loincloth and big nickel watch, but 
nevertheless bearing the stigma of being one of the best- 
dressed men on the Island of England! 


























“Here was one from Jones and Co., says ‘Please ship 
fifty thousand of your new model .” 








Benefits of the Depression 


1. Judge I. L. Harris of San Fran- 
cisco reports that the number of 
divorces has fallen off markedly. 


2. The United States Officers of 
Naval Aviation were informed that 
they will no longer be required to 
make three dress changes daily. 


3. Col. R. I. Randolph, head of 
“The Secret Six”, reports that he can 
now get any one in Chicago bumped 
off “for from two to three hundred 


dollars.” 


4. Mrs. Frank Kravitz of New 
Haven reports a decided improve- 
ment in her business of “renting 
wedding gowns”. 

~ 

5. Judge Calvin Stewart of Ken- 
osha, Wisconsin, announces he will 
reduce fines for intoxication from 
three dollars and costs to one dollar 
and costs—in order to line up with 
the nation-wide economy drive. 


6. Ely Culbertson declares that 
twenty million people in America 
have taken to bridge playing, in or- 
der to help forget financial worries. 


7. Judge George Dunkel of Den- 
ver announces that he will reduce 
alimony rates during the present de- 
pression. 

. 

8. The president of Colgate Uni- 
versity finds a marked improvement 
in scholastic standing, due to the 
students taking things more seri- 
ously. 

. 

9. Carl D. Hoerman notified the 
Los Angeles Court that he wanted to 
call off his divorce suit, as his barber 
business was too dull to finance the 
action. 

. 

10. The Crusaders report that the 

price of gin in Washington has 


dropped to one dollar per quart. 
—W. E. F. 



































Merry Christmas—from Sinbad. 
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HAT I think of Sidney Lenz. ?!**? It is a deli- 

cate question to answer, especially in view of the 

fact that this forth-coming Bridge “battle of the 
century” is the first national event of its kind and there 
is no precedent available on the correct etiquette to be 
used when speaking about ones rival in the Bridge arena. 
I have consulted authorities on preliminary pronuncia- 
mentos by prize fighters and note that they generally 
speak very highly of each other. In fact, the only time 
a prize fighter pays high compliments to his rival is just 
before the battle. It is probably good strategy to build 
the rival up in order to get a greater effect after knock- 
ing him down or to soft cushion a possible fall. On the 
other hand, in consulting authorities on statements by 
rival political candidates I note that they usually swear at 
each other like drunken sailors. This is a decisive proof 
that, psychologically speaking, politicians are better 
strategists than prize fighters, for the fascinating effect 
on the masses produced by emotional storms and accom- 
panied by “cuss” words is well known. 

Now, Bridge as everyone knows partakes a great deal 
of the noble art of self-defense; at the same time it has 
many points in common with politics: for Bridge experts, 
in a manner analogous to politicians, reformers and cru- 
saders, are always trying to impose a System on the 
public. 

I have, therefore, decided to introduce a new and 
highly original method of approach in speaking of one’s 
rival, a method, which for the lack of time, I shall call 
“Psychological Estimate of the Rival”. And since Mr. 
Lenz himself will read these lines (I understand he is a 
regular subscriber to Lire) I have laid a few psycholog- 
ical traps. He will, doubtless, try hard in bidding and 
play to prove how wrong I was in my analysis of him and 
he who tries too hard rarely succeeds. 


HAVE always maintained that Military Intelligence 

which takes no account of the psychological pattern 
and habits of enemy generals is primitive. It is much more 
valuable to know (and here my reference specifically con- 
cerns military and not Bridge experts) that the Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the prospective enemy country has a 
mistress of the flat chested Anglo-Saxon type and who is 
18 years old than to know the exact year of the manu- 
facture of the rifles: and should the Military Intelligence 
learn that the general’s mistress runs more towards ori- 
ental dimensions we begin then to gain a better insight 
into the future strategy and tactics of the enemy, than 
if we were to read his latest military books. 






I use this slightly exaggerated illustration to drive 
home all the more forcibly that the key to the strategy 
and tactics in War or in Bridge (and for that matter in 
business) lies in the inner pattern of the individual. Tell 
me the /eit-motif of his inner self and I could describe 
his probable reactions to various bidding situations. 

Unfortunately for our scientific investigation, Mr. 
Lenz’ private life is irreproachable and his habits are too 
prosaic and moderate to give a sufficient clue for the 
proper delineation of his inner pattern. I have been 
forced, therefore, to analyze hundreds of bids and plays 
made by him in order to glean a picture of his inner 
make-up and to locate the motivating force behind his 
personality. The result of this research together with a 
few significant facts of his life I present to the reader: 


IDNEY LENZ became one of the world’s great- 
est players as a result of his striving to find compensa- 
tion for the defects of life in the perfection of the World 
of Cards, where cold Logic is enthroned and rules inex- 
orably. Sidney Lenz’ leit-motif, the key to his inner pat- 
tern, is intellectual pride thwarted by circumstances of 
life. Lenz is a remarkably intelligent man, but he was 
forced to make up for the lack of scientific training with 
a vast collection of practical but loosely related facts ac- 
quired in the course of observant life. He has a splendid 
mind, the type of mind that is really superior to petty 
accomplishments of daily life, but the doors of truly 
creative work, through Science, were closed. His arid 
emotivity made art also unavailable. Business was a 
secondary matter: he is reputed to be wealthy. He found 
a satisfying outlet in the intellectual game of cards and 
in learning all sorts of magical tricks, which might super- 
ficially seem a poor substitute for such a superior intel- 
lect, but the true intellectual reward lies in the perfection 
of a thing done, however small, rather than the magni- 
tude or the object of the task undertaken. That is why 
some of Sidney Lenz’ “squeeze” plays are infinitely su- 
perior to many a big philosophical treatise put out by 
professors of our football Universities. 

The divine spark of human thought is the same wher- 
ever it glows and, architecturally speaking, there is as 
much beauty in the structure of the perfectly conceived 
and executed Grand Slam at notrumps as in a soaring 
Gothic cathedral. It is true that the latter might last a 
few hundred years more, but in the face of eternity a 
few hundred years equal a new shuffle and deal. 

The most remarkable fact about Sidney Lenz is that 
he had no “card sense”, was not a “natural” player. It is 
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easy to see why he determined to be the greatest card 
player—for the same reason which impelled Byron, who 
was lame, to swim the Bosporus. Not being able to 
conquer the world in life, Sidney Lenz went forth to 
conquer the bizarre world of cards. He succeeded. For 
many years he was the “wizard”, the international cham- 
pion. He was happy then and when several years ago I 
and other players challenged his claim to exclusiveness, 
we threatened his equilibrium, his peace with himself. 
We, the youngsters, could not 
prod him to descend from his 
Olympus. His peace was 
acquired at too heavy a price 
to be tossed away on a mere 
match game and, I believe, if 
it were not for his publishers 
and friends (who constitu- 
tionally advised violent ac- 
tion) Sidney Lenz would not 
have accepted my challenge. 


HE most significant fact 
about Mr. Lenz is that he 
is an amateur magician and is 
a member of the Society of 
Magicians. He is well-known 
for his magical tricks—espe- 
cially with cards—which he 
learned many years -ago, be- 
fore he discovered the greater 
intellectual satisfaction of 
Whist. Amateur magicians 
find a harmless and mildly 
stimulating outlet for their in- 
feriority complexes and are a 
lineal of their more tragical 
ancestors—the witch doctors. 
We can now draw up a 
composite picture of Mr. 
Lenz’ inner pattern and de- 
duce some inferences as to the 
influence of that pattern on 
his bidding and play in the 
Big Match. 

A remarkable brain ma- 
chine, a gentleman, a man of 
modest and quiet habits, half indifferent to ordinary 
things of life, because consumed with a fire of intel- 
lectual pride. With roads to Science and Arts closed he 
learns in his youth tricks and magic, to grasp the sense 
of power and satisfy his instinct for mystery; he then 
discovers Whist and, realizing its intellectual beauties 
together with his lack of natural card sense, becomes a 
great master. With Auction he is at the pinnacle and 
writes the best book on the most involved and compli- 
cated plays. Throughout it all he is sadly limping in 
bidding because in this purely abstract field he lacks the 





scientifically related ideas and principles, and because 
plays, though less important than bids, are more specific 
and spectacular. 


ROM his inner pattern we can deduce that his con- 

stant pre-occupation is perfection of detail, a perfec- 
tion of what I call the negative type where a person is per- 
fect because he never takes initiative. Mr. Lenz will, 
therefore, produce many a brilliant “squeeze” play, but 
will sadly underbid through- 
out the entire match—and one 
underbid might easily prove 
to be more costly than many 
a “squeeze” play. He will 
doubtless squeeze the very last 
trick out of the hand, but will 
make few Penalty Doubles. 
With good hands he will start 
with a two-bid unnecessarily 
because he will fear the pub- 
lic’s reproach should he bid 
one and be left in. And in his 
Slam bids, he will try to show 
individual Aces rather than 
take the initiative of giving a 
broad inference. 

It may be argued that hav- 
ing committed one stupidity 
of risking so much on a match 
of 150 rubbers I am now 
about to finish the job by 
over-warning Sidney Lenz. As 
a rule advices or warnings are 
useless because our actions 
must fit in our inner patterns 
and are but slightly influenced 
by extraneous accidents. 


HE very fact that Mr. 
Lenz knows that I know 
that he knows will be a serious 
psychological handicap to him 
in bidding and play. As for 
the apparently general accu- 
sation that it is stupid for 
a man who is on the top to 
risk so much in order to gain relatively so little (it is not 
said in deprecation of Mr. Lenz) my answer is that the 
only way to remain on the top is to risk and to risk again 
. .. always provided the risk is fairly well calculated and 
always provided that one’s natural conceit—alas at the 
root of all my troubles in life and in Bridge—is con- 
trolled by reason. 
In conclusion I think that Sidney Lenz is one of the 
greatest card players in the World. 
In fact, he is so remarkable that he may win in spite 
of his so-called “Official System”. 











BROAD CASTINGS hy Mowracve Grass 


* A ND what do you think of Mr. Dreiser’s excur- 
sion in Kentucky?” said a friend of mine to me, 
and as up to that time I had not thought about 

it at all, I immediately began to think, with hardly any 

result, except that as a working author and a member 
in good standing of several societies of authors in 

America and Europe, I deplore one aspect of it. Mr. 

Dreiser has created the impression that a writer of fic- 

tion is ready, nay anxious and willing, to leave his type- 

writer, probably uncovered as I always do, and to visit 
the scene of trouble, wherever it may be, at his own ex- 
pense and without financial reward. Thus do we find 

Kentucky, Russia, Sacco, Vanzetti, Mooney and Billings 

almost entirely surrounded by American authors, and 

nobody better off for it,—especially Sacco, Vanzetti, 

Billings, Mooney and the American authors. 

My idea of an author visiting such scenes of trouble 
as Russia and Mooney is that he ought to get his ex- 
penses in advance and payment for the articles upon 
their receipt by the editor. There’s no profit for a pro- 
fessional writer in allowing his indignation to give the 
impression that he has resumed amateur standing and 
is now writing for love. In Kentucky, for example, they 
at once jumped to this conclusion and even misinter- 
preted the phrase writing for love, but I am assured by 
Mr. Samuel Ornitz, author of that splendid book 
Haunch, Paunch and Jowl, that Mr. Dreiser’s behavior 
in Kentucky was all that a visiting author’s ought to be. 
Mr. Ornitz formed part of Mr. Dreiser’s entourage, and 
so careful or fearful was Mr. Dreiser, that he warned 
the members of his escort not even to drink the wine 





of the country. 

Mr. Ornitz said further that spies were stationed in 
the bedrooms adjoining those occupied by Mr. Dreiser 
and his entourage, and Mr. Ornitz himself was kept 
awake half the night by a spy, far gone in corn liquor, 
who at intervals of a quarter of an hour, shouted through 
the keyhole of a connecting door: “I can see you, but 
you can’t see me.” In the circumstances, I am inclined to 
believe that Mr. Dreiser preserved the ethics of his pro- 
fession, save only that important one: “Get paid on 
acceptance, and reserve all rights except First Serial 
Rights.” 

HIS is written before anything disagreeable has hap- 

ened to Signor Dino Grandi, the Italian foreign min- 
ister, and of course, I hope that nothing disagreeable 
does happen to him. I even hope that his pleasant man- 
ners and those of his beautiful wife, will offset the un- 
pleasant picture in the brown illustrated supplements of 
the prize drawing in Rome at which five Italians received 
a million lira apiece as the result of a Government 





Lottery. A country which maintains a government lottery 
may try to impress President Hoover with its right to 
be a World Power and to be respected and admired as 
much as France or England, but if President Hoover is 
the man we citizens take him for, Signor Grandi is in 
for a tough time convincing either Mr. Hoover or us 
that Italy has emerged from the bad governmental habits 
of Honduras, Spain, and other countries which en- 
courage their nationals to become confirmed gamblers. 

In Italy, when a man wants to “put the jinx” on his 
enemy, he says: “May you win two numbers in the 
lottery.” This wish is even worse than: Accidente a te! 
Accidents may happen to a man only occasionally, but 
in Italy, lotteries are held weekly and the result is that 
the bulk of the laboring population hands a per centage 
of its wages to the National Lottery every Saturday 
night. There’s a governmental Banca di Lotto just 
round the corner in all Italian cities, and an effort is 
made to give dignity to this National Italian Handbook, 
by holding public drawings of the grand prize with 
officials in gaudy uniforms gracing the occasion. New 
York was recently shocked by the disclosure, made at 
the Seabury investigation, that Tammany leaders were 
conducting public gambling in Tammany Hall club- 
houses. Large sums of money were bet on the races and 
the district leaders and their friends profited by as much 
as ten per cent of these gambling transactions. They ran 
into thousands of dollars annually. Governmental lot- 
teries in Latin countries run into millions of dollars 
annually and the rakeoff or profit of the government is 
usually about ninety per cent. Viva Espana! Viva Italia! 
Viva McQuade! Viva Tia Juana, Agua Caliente, Mr. 
Bradley of Palm Beach and of course, I/ Duce Benito 


Mussolini! 
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CCORDING to the newspapers a gentleman in Santa 
Monica, California, was hoist with his brother-in- 
law’s own petard. He was landed in the police station by a 
Noble Experiment, two motor cycle policemen and sev- 
eral bottles of evidence, and immediately word came 
from Washington that the defendant was not the Presi- 
dent’s brother-in-law, that the bottled evidence was not 
whiskey and that a mistake had been made all around. 
The Chief of Police of Santa Monica, however, asserted 
that not only was the brother-in-law a brother-in-law and 
the whiskey whiskey, but that no longer ago than last 
November as ever was, the brother-in-law had been in 
collision with the police over a little matter of intoxica- 
tion, and this evokes the query: If you can’t make a 
Noble Experiment work in your own family, how can 
you make it work amid the unsympathetic surround- 
ings of 120,000,000 perfect strangers? 








oOo. st G&S =— A. rae 


> 














When I was a lad in the North of England, we ex- 
perimented with what was called an electrophorus. This 
was nothing more than a metal tea tray nicely balanced 
on a glass tumbler. We warmed a sheet of brown paper, 
brushed it with clothes brush, placed it on the tea tray, 
and then drew it off smartly. This was supposed to 
generate static electricity by induction, so that if you 
presented a knuckle of your right or left hand to the 
edge of the tea tray, the text book used in our school 
asserted that a large spark of electricity would ensue. 
We were told, however, that all the material for the ex- 
periment must be thoroughly dry and the place where 
the experiment was to be performed, ought also to be 
thoroughly dry. As I remember it, the experiment was 
not called noble, but it failed to work nevertheless, be- 
cause the climate of the North of England is unfavor- 
able. The late Max O’Rell (Paul Blouet) who in the 
eighteen eighties taught French at the Manchester Gram- 
mar School, returned for a visit in 1900. As he stepped 
out of the railway station, he exclaimed: “Mon Dieu! 
Still raining!” He was a witty and agreeable gentleman, 
drank no more than he and his friends could pay for and 
lived to a ripe old age. The moral of all this is that Prohi- 
bition and the electrophorus are two experiments which 
will not work unless the material and surroundings are 
dry, and it is often damp in both Santa Monica and Man- 
chester. I have lived in both places and you can’t kid me. 


* * * > 


EW YORK has an Anti-Noise Committee although 

you would never suspect it from where I work. My 
window opens upon the most direct route between the 
large, new hotels de luxe and the City Hall, where 
Mayor Walker greets visiting foreign ministers, aviators, 
French boy scouts, Chicago mayors or anything else 
we may have in the way of city guests. All of them ride 
in city automobiles and are escorted by motor police who 
seem to think that the least they 
can do for a city guest is to an- 
nounce his progress to the City 
Hall with what are called sirens and 
ought to be called banshees. The 
late John Yeats, father of the poet, 
used to say: “We have no banshee 
in my family, but my wife had a 
banshee in her family, and no mat- | 
ter if a relation died in New Zea- § 
land or in Ireland, the banshee 
would sound outside of our win- 
dow.” If Mr. Yeats had lived in this ! 
house, he would imagine nightly 
that his wife’s entire family had - 
been wiped out by a world wide 
epidemic, for motor cycle police- 
men pass here until one in the 
morning, with sirens wailing un- 
ceasingly. 








It’s the depression. 


ND then again, what is the Anti-Noise Committee 
doing about this winter’s outburst of Two Piano Re- 
citals? “And what,” you ask, “is a Two Piano Recital?” 
Well, a two piano recital—to drop the upper case t, p 
and r for the moment,—bears some resemblance to a 
Double Uncle Tom’s Cabin Company, with two Uncle 
Toms, Two Little Evas, etc. in that, as Abe Martin 
said: “A Double Uncle Tom’s Cabin Company is twice 
as bad.” At a two piano recital, there are two pianos on 
the concert platform, and a two fisted pianist is seated 
at each piano. They are then supposed to attack their 
instruments as one man, so that in the resulting melee, 
it is impossible to sort out the noise made on one piance 
from the noise made on the other. 


No matter how well matched dynamically the two 
pianists may be, however, there always seems a disparity 
in their physical appearance. Messrs. Doucet and Wiener, 
who visited us from France this winter and who de- 
lighted large audiences at the Town Hall, came in for 
some sharp criticism from a sporting friend of mine. 
Doucet in his unmusical moments is one of the pro- 
prietors of a restaurant called Boeuf Sur le Toit and 
looks as though he were one of his best customers. 
Wiener on the contrary seems to be on a strict diet and 
weighs possibly fifty pounds less than Doucet, and my 
sporting friend immediately said as they stepped on the 
platform together: “Why doesn’t that big guy pick on 
somebody his own size?” 


When they began to play, however, it was apparent 
to the sporting listener that Wiener had the punch while 
Doucet, the big boy, seemed to be just another one 
of those “good boxers”. After six rounds of Bach, 
Vivaldi, Chabrier, original arrangements of American 
and English jazz and a Mozart sonata, any referee in 
the audience would have given the decision to Wiener, 
although only my sporting friend adopted this sane 
attitude toward their performance. 
In the audience were a number of 
two-piano pianists, such as Messrs. 
Patterson and Mairer, and there 
were even a few unattached halves 
of two-piano teams. Some of these 
were women, such as Miss Dorothy 
Berlin and Miss Brodsky, and my 
sporting friend suggested that the 
|} two-piano recital might be expand- 
: ed, like tennis, to a series of mixed 
doubles, and the whole thing played 
off in Madison Square Garden. 
Bring music to the fight fans, and 
it won’t be long before Kreisler 
will be matched against Heifetz in 
three rounds of the Bach double 
concerts, the winner to take 75% 
of the gate. 
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WV HEN Willie was a little boy his parents used to 
fret 

Because he’d smash to fragments any article he’d get. 

He smashed his skates, his checker board and his electric 
train. 

He even smashed his marbles, which he slammed with 
might and main 

Against the concrete pavement just to see them pulverize. 

He smashed his sister’s dollies, disregardful of her cries. 





He used to take alarm clocks and dissect them with a 
rock. 

He tossed half bricks through every plate glass window 
in the block. 

His father one day found him with a hammer in his 
hand 

Producing Russian music from their brand new baby 
grand. 

And when he found him smacking plates against a 
table leg 

His father was compelled to sigh that Willie was an 
egg. 
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His parents worried greatly, as they could not help 
but do 

(If you’d a boy like Willie you would worry somewhat 
too). 

They sent him off to public school with no results at all 

For Willie banged the inkwells at the blackboards on 
the wall 

And yanked the bindings from his books. The principal 
rebelled 

When Willie kicked the goldfish bowl and Willie was 
expelled. 





The neighbors freely prophesied that Willie could not 
fail 

To spend his adult lifetime as an inmate of a jail. 

But Willie’s parents heard about a school which aimed 
to fit 

The occupation to the boy, then sent their son to it. 

The teachers made a scientific study of the kid 

And why the hell he had to do just what the hell he did. 





They took his psycho-whatitsname, I. Q. and B. V. D. 

They analyzed his reading, his reactions and his tea. 

They calipered his cranium from occiput to ears 

BUT—they found what he was fit for (though it took 
them seven years). 

And Bill, who loved to smash things, through this 
scientific plan 

Is now his native Brooklyn’s most 

' man. 


successful moving 
—Baron Ireland. 
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In one raid Connecticut officers 
destroyed more than 5,000 gallons 
of cider. It is expected to increase 
champagne prices in New York. 


The one man who came through 
the depression without worrying was 
a member of a nudist cult who was 
on a diet. 

+ 

“The Japanese expect a decisive 
victory at Tsitsihar,” says a news 
item. Decisive, yes; but not pro- 


nounced. 
. 


“The most beautiful let- 
ter in the alphabet is the 
capital I,” says a letter to 
The New York Sun. Its 
beauty is enhanced by add- 


ing O and U. 
} 
oo ' 
“Einstein,” we read, “is Vy 
seeking to reduce out- h 


standing physical phenom- 
ena to a single law.” The 
prohibitionists tried that. 


Some Europeans are 
attacking the stability of 
the American dollar. It 
certainly hasn’t much stay- 
ing power, at that. 


Paul Whiteman took off 
sixty-nine pounds recently. 
We hear that he had to 
give his old suit to a couple 
of other fellows. 


The Danish National 
Bank reports Denmark has hardly 
felt the world-wide economic de- 
pression. This leaves most of us in 
the dark as to the meaning of the 
well-known Shakespearean quota- 
tion concerning Denmark. 

* 

Two grasshoppers were found re- 
cently on the forty-third floor of a 
New York building. Pedestrians 
have been found higher. 





“Everybody works in heaven,” 
says a minister. That isn’t heaven. 


Experts say bottom has been 
reached. 

Nevertheless, we think the bottom 
has been reached. 


The largest tooth in the world, 
weighing 204 pounds, has been 
placed on exhibition at the Bronx 
Zoo. It is not in use. 
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“It’s awright, Bill—life is just a bowl of cherries.” 


the 
Virgin Islands, reports hair tonic 
consumption has increased 200 per 
cent under prohibition. Remember, a 
depilatory makes a good chaser. 


Commissioner Taylor, of 


It costs ten cents to walk across 
New York’s new Hudson bridge and 
only five cents to ride across in a bus. 
Is this the beginning of an attempt to 
tax the pedestrian out of existence? 


Statistics show that if all the 
statisticians were placed end to end 
they would not reach a conclusion. 

* 


President Hoover has posed for a 
new oil portrait to be exhibited at 
the Chicago World’s Fair. It is safer 
than appearing in person. 

o 


A fashion writer states that there 
is very little change in men’s suits 
this year. He’s right. 


An article in a monthly 
magazine mentions the 
fact that modern poets 
no longer look like poets. 
This completes the breach. 


A soap could be made, 
says a chemist, that would 
be pleasant to the taste. 
Our barber thinks he has 
already discovered it. 


“We'll live on bread 
and cheese and kisses,” 
says an heiress who mar- 
ried an elevator boy. Hope 
they don’t run out of 
bread and cheese. 


A mother’s snapshot of 
her two children won the 
$3,000 first prize in a na- 
tional photography con- 
test, but doubtless she 
knew it would. 


In regard to the new 
planet which Professor 
Pickering believes will be discov- 
ered, we understand a realtor has 
written to ask him how he is 
progressing with his “proposed 
planet.” 

* 


The hardest program to locate on 
the radio is the Nit Wit hour of the 
Columbia Broadcasting System. It’s 
almost impossible to tell whether or 
not you've got it. 











E must have a house-warming,” insists the wife. 


“Why must?” I wants to know. “How long 
will a house-warming heat the hut or warm the 
heart of the mortgage-holder?” 

“I wish,” snaps Flora, irritably, “you’d quit talking 
about furnaces and mortgages. Is that all our new home 
means to you?” 

“No,” says I, “but you can’t blame a guy with a fresh 
outbreak of acne from thinking of pimples. What hap- 
pens if we don’t have a house-warming? Do they quaran- 
tine the premises or merely raise the price of buggy whips 
in Beloochistan?” 

“Don’t be a sil in the suburbs,” advises the missus. 
“We want our friends to see the house, don’t we?” 

“What for?” I comes back. “So they can take pot- 
shots at your taste in furniture and—” 

“I’m not worried,” cuts in the wife. “I was shot at 
so often for my taste in husbands 
that I’m hardened.” 

“Oh, yeh?” says I. “I don’t see any 
of the other bozos you swung in ham- 
mocks with buying homes in the 
country.” 

“Where’s the argument?” asks 
Flora, in surprise. “Nobody de- 
nies that you married well... . Any- 
body in particular you want to 
invite?” 

“We might have the Hufnagels,” 
I suggests, diffidently. 

“Bill Hufnagel!” exclaims the 
frau. “I wouldn’t have that barrel- 
house bravo at the opening of a 
shooting-gallery. Any place he goes 
into is a shambles when he’s thrown 
out, as he needs must be. Anyhow, 
he wouldn’t feel comfortable with the 
sort of folks I’d invite.” 

“Oh, yes, he would,” I assures her. 
“I'd tip him off to leave his watch 
and wallet at home. It may surprise 
you to know that Hufnagel’s resi- 
dence at Trachoma Corners is just 
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Should ()ne Invite an 
IcE Man toa House Warming ? 


By SAM HELLMAN 


as spiffy as this bit of stuck-up stucco, and the roof of 
his house hasn’t gone concave from carrying mortgages, 
either.” 

“I’m not interested in the home affairs of bootleggers,” 
sniffs the missus, but I’m not to be switched from the 
subject. 

“Bill and I,” I goes on, “were gassing yesterday over 
a beaker of wild-moose milk and he was telling me of the 
troubles he had when he first moved out to Long Island.” 

“With the police?” queries Flora. 

“No,” I returns, “with the friends of his wife. Every 
time one of ’em called a change in the arrangement of 
the furniture was suggested. Bill would come home at 
night and stepping lightly aside to avoid a Philadelphia 
slat-back chair he’d seen there in the morning, he’d run 
flush into a piano-stool that was abaft the fernery at 
breakfast time. One nisht he walked carefully around an 





“Where'd I put my cigar?” says Bill. It was on the piano. 
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“One night he walked carefully around an end table, that wasn’t there any longer.” 


end table, that wasn’t there any longer, only to come up 
with a fish-bowl in his arms.” 

“Really?” says the wife. “Is his reputation so bad the 
electric company won’t sell him current?” 

“On the occasions I speak of,” I explains, “Bill had 
been sitting up late with sick poker hands and not want- 
ing to disturb his missus—” 

“Imagine,” cuts in Flora, snooty, “disturbing a boot- 
legger’s bride! How does she happen to be sleeping in 
the living room?” 

“In a few weeks,” I continues, ignoring the interrup- 
tion, “there were so many dents in the carpet from the 
piano legs it looked like a polo field after a stiff chukker. 
Bill didn’t know what to do—” 

“The remedy should’ve been simple enough,” cuts in 
the missus. “Coating the carpet with saw-dust would’ve 
made him feel more at home and—” 

“While his wife was away for a few days,” I resumes, 
“Hufnagel had a revolving floor built into the living 
room and now when anybody suggests a new arrange- 
ment for the furniture Bill merely presses a button and 
the change is accomplished. An idea, what?” 

“Call it that,” agrees Flora, “and see how much I care. 
When shall we have the house-warming?” 

“Whenever you want,” I surrenders, “but we ought 
to wait until the new garbage can and the picture of your 





Uncle Mordecai are in, don’t you think? Hello, who’s 
that?” 

I goes to the door and there are Bill Hufnagel and 
his wife, Yvonne, a blonde baby, whom he must have 
met in a tunnel and married at the bottom of a mine 
shaft. But at that, he may think she’s an eye-full. Every- 
body can’t marry Peggy Joyce—not really everybody. 

“Nice lean-to you have here,” remarks Bill, knocking 
the ashes off his cigar onto a hundred year rug that 
we'd pulled out from under a Syrian doorstep peddler. 
“If I were you, though, I’d put the davenport over there 
and that cheap looking chair—” 

“Where do you get that cheap?” I yelps. “That was 
made by Hank Chippendale himself and it costs 
enough to—” 

“T don’t care,” interrupts Hufnagel, “if it was made 
by Hank Chippendale’s brother Moe. How do you 
know if it’s any good?” 

“Any chair,” I replies, “that dares you to sit in it is 
good as far as I’m concerned. This one, however, goes 
back to William and Mary—” 

“You ought to be glad of that,” grunts Bill. “I’d make 
"em give me something in return that matches the rest of 
the room.” With which he scratches mud off his shoes 
on the rungs of the Chippendale. Flora sees in silence, 
(Continued on the next page) 














but a jury of mind-readers would in- 
dict her in five seconds for what she’s 
thinking. 

“I don’t like your drapes,” re- 
marks Yvonne at this point. “They’re 
much ‘too heavy for the room.” 

“The best interior decorator in 
town selected them,” comes back the 
missus, right out of the ice-box. 

“Interior decorators don’t know 
nothing,” declares Mrs. Hufnagel. 
“They just want to gyp you. You 
should’ve asked me to help you. 
I’ve got taste like nobody’s aire- 
dale.” 

“Doubtless,” returns the 
drily, “but it’s just possible that we 
don’t like the same thing.” 

“Them drapes seem O. K. to me,” 
offers Bill, grabbing folds of ’em in 


wife, 


his mitts. When his hands come away 
there are several pieces of fringe 
from the bottom in ’em. 

“Sorry,” says he, “but you can sew 
"em on easy. Shows the kind of sloppy 
jobs them interior decorators stick 
you with. If you need any more stuff 
for the house,” he goes on, “I know 
a guy down on Eighth Avenue who'll 
fix you up cheap. He’s thick with 
Louie Catorze and them other wop 
guys that make the truck and he'll 
treat you right if you tell ’em you 
know me. Here’s his card.” 

“No, thanks,” says the wife. 
“We've finished buying.” 

“Kay, by me,” shrugs Hufnagel, 
and instead of putting the card back 
into his pocket he tears it into snow 
and drops the storm on the ground. 





It takes everything the missus has to 
keep her trap shut. 

“Where'd I put my cigar?” says 
Bill, as he’s about to leave. 

“It was on the piano when I saw 
it last,” answers Yvonne. 

The callers remain only about fif- 
teen minutes longer but by then 
everything in the place’s been pawed 
over and told just where it gets off in 
the field of fewer and better furni- 
ture. 

“Thank heavens, they’re gone,” I 
remarks to the frau, when I returns 
from seeing the Hufnagels off. 
“Talking about the house-warm- 
ing—” 

“There won’t be any,” says Flora, 
wearily. “The stuff here’s already too 
old for a house-warming.” 































































The woman hater. 



























DID You 
' GET MY LETTER, WHAT 
DARLING ? LETTER? 











WHY, I GAVE 
ONE TO MY HUSBAND 
TO POST FOUR. 
DAYS AGO! A 
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MAN 


by 
JEFFERSON 
MACHAMER 








re 9 f 7) rr 
Twas the night before Christmas and all through the house, 
; 999 
Not a creature was stirring—not even a mouse! 


—From an old Christmas poem I’m sick of! 


AMES MASTERS, slumped deep in a King Arthur 
J chair at the head of his baronial table, peeped over 
his bulging stiff shirt into a bowl of corn flakes and 
skimmed milk, and snapped his brain cell to Christmas 
Eve introspection. Outside in the night there was snow! 
I mean to say James Masters lived in a pile of gold, 
it was Christmas Eve, he looked into milk and corn 
flakes, and pondered his unfortunate fellows abroad 
this snowy night of snowy nights. 

He was quite alone. The servants had been dismissed 
to the bent of Christmas Eve. Even Old Muggins—dear 
Old Muggins—had gone off somewhere into the night. 
It was lonely without Muggins. He depended on Mug- 
gins.—Depended too much on Muggins. Muggins was 
everything to him. Muggins was out. Damn Christmas 
Eve! It had taken Muggins out! 

James Masters, without Muggins, was the unhappiest 
man in the world on this merry eve of merry eves! Why 
the hell had Muggins left him on Christmas Eve!? James 
Masters would drink his wine alone this night. Dammit! 
The one ritual which warmed James Masters to his 










. the great crystal candelabra 
threw its pin point myriad into 
the tiny tumbler. 
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fellow men was his nightly glass of port with Old 
Muggins. It put Democracy on a two-fisted pedestal! 
DAMMIT! 

James Masters trickled his ponderous frame from the 
King Arthur chair and patted off to the sideboard. He 
selected a sparkling glass and the port bottle. He poured 
in silence. He raised his wine high and the great crystal 
candelabra threw its pin-point myriad into the tiny 
tumbler. 

“To absent Ol’ Muggins! Bless ’im an’ damn ’im!” 

The wine disappeared in a hurried gulp. James 
Masters set down his glass. He passed into the library 
and faced the dying fire. The melody of a winter’s night 
drifted down the chimney and into the room. 

He glanced at the clock in the corner. Ten minutes 
before midnight, the hands said. He walked to the deep 
windows, held a curtain aside and peered into the snow- 


swept world. The drive was empty of life. No sign of Ol’ 
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Muggins. James Masters retreated into the room, his 
head bowed, and came to a halt at the liquor cellar in 
the wall. 

“Haig ’n’ Haig,” he mused. “Ol’ Muggins loves 
Haig ’n’ Haig. And that ol’ Dewar bottle is half killed! 
Ol’ Muggins is fond of ol’ Dewar, too! I remember one 
night—-GOD!—a_ year ago—TONIGHT! Last 
CHRISTMAS EVE—OIP Muggins and I drank our- 
selves into too much health—first Haig ’n’ Haig an’ then 
ol’ Dewar an’ then Haig ’n’ Haig an’ ol’ Dewar again!” 

James Masters poured a measure of ol’ Dewar and 
a measure of Haig ’n’ Haig into a tall glass. Then the 
sizz of seltzer. Glass in hand, he returned to the fire and 
sank into a deep chair facing it. 

“Muggins! MUGGINS!! MUGGINS!!!—where the 
hell are you!!??” moaned James Masters. He drank his 
ol’ Dewar-Haig ’n’ Haig at one noisy draught. He 
banged his lass onto the flagstones afront the fireplace. 
It burst into a scattering meteor against the flames. 

“Chri’mz Zeeve—the one night when Ol’ Muggins 
’n’ I are democratic—alwaysh half to be offishul with 
him all resht of year. Can’t be frien’ly with Ol’ Mug- 
ginsh or Dem’cratic wi’ Ol’ Muggshnush shept Chrizmz 
Zeeve. Hafta keep Ol’ Muggshunsh in’s place ’tall 
timesh! Goo’ Ol’ Musgunszh! Goo’ ol’ Dewar, too—an’ 
mosht cer’nly goo’ ol’ Heggen—hupp!—Egg!” 


AMES Masters slid from his chair, sat on the flag- 

stones dazedly, crawled to the fireplace, and hoisted 
himself hand over hand up its side to his feet. He started 
for the liquor cellar in the wall. There was something 
wrong—something decidedly wrong. It was a table. A 
bulky, oak, Tudor table. James Masters was trying to 
walk right through the 
middle of it. Ol? Muggins 
wouldn’t like that. Ol? Mug- 
gins would kick it aside. 
James Masters would do 
neither. James Masters 
would go over the top. 

And James Masters, 
V.C, D.S.C., Croix de 
Guerre, Chevalier de Le- 
gion, Order of Merit, and 
holder of the pole vault rec- 
ord at Ursinus, went over 
the top—of the table. H2 
went over as five men—eacl 
leg a man—each arm a man 
—and James Masters’ head 
led them onto the stone 
floor at the foot of Ol’ 
Cellar in the Wall Hill! 
Then up the wall and John 








Masters’ hand grasped the grenade of Dewar. It 
slipped through his fingers and bombed his foot. James 
Masters grasped the Haig ’n’ Haig bottle. He held 
on. He found the neck with his lips. Bubbles—bubbles 
—KILLED! Bang on the flags went the bottle. Bung 
toward the fireplace bunged James Masters. He eyed 
the deep chair, sat down and completely missed it. 
He rolled over once—face to the fire—he saw Ol’ 
Muggins waltzing in the last flame. James Masters went 
to sleep. 

The bell in the Gothic entrance hall tinkle-tinkled. 
It tinkle-tinkled again. Then it tinkle-tinkled to beat 
hell! —Silence— | 

Back in the library. 

Panes in the deep windows were being rattled from 
their lead by a shadow out in the night. A latch sprang 
and out of the night and into the room on a wintry 
blast pounded—GOOD OL’ MUGGINS! He looked 
about the room, saw the door of the cellar in the wall 
gaping wide—saw an overturned Tudor table—saw 
James Masters at peace on earth, at good will toward 
men. With measured tread and foreboding eye, Ol’ 
Muggins went to the prone one. 

“Damn Masters! He couldn’t wait till I got home for 
our little glass of port. It’s this way every Christmas— 
and last Christmas I told James Masters if he did this 


again, there’d be a new butler in Muggins Manor!” 








“Muggins! Muggins! Muggins! 
where th’ell are you?” moaned 
James Masters. He drank his ol’ 
Dewar-Haig ’n’ Haig at one noisy 
draught! 








“)NE weakness of Christmas is 
the lax service policy of the toy 
and bauble manufacturers. Or, 

I might say, the lack, the entire lack, 
of a service policy on such products. 

If, two days after Christmas, Jun- 
ior busts a bearing on his new Christ- 
mas tricycle, it is just too bad. 

Or if the eyes of Sister’s new sleep- 
ing doll jam and decide to stay closed 
indefinitely, they just stay closed, and 
all that you can do is to bang dollie’s 
head on a table or hit it with a ham- 
mer. You have no recourse whatever 
to the manufacturer. 

Well, in ordinary times, these pre- 
dicaments might not be so bad (and 
I'll say there are plenty of such pre- 
dicaments in any one- or two-child 
family the first week or two after 
Christmas). But in these times— 





BETTER “SERVICE” ON CHRISTMAS *GOODS”! 


by 
DON HEROLD 


Well, back even in the old flush 
days, I noted a growing resentment 
among toy and bauble consumers 
at the utter indifference of manu- 
facturers to the performance of 
their goods. 

I happened to be in the home of 
an average toy and bauble con- 
sumer three days after Christmas, 
last season, and I heard him say: 
" these ten cent tin locomo- 
tives! They’re good for about 48 
hours!” 

On inquiry I found that his little 
boy had left the locomotive in ques- 
tion in the path of a rocking chair, 
but this incident, nevertheless, indi- 
cates the growing mood. 

The toy and bauble people are, in 
fact, about a decade or two behind 


other industries in servicing their 
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“Gosh! I didn’t realize they were so hard up!” 





products. An automobile manufac- 
turer will replace a defective rear 
axle within three months after pur- 
chase. Will a scooter manufacturer 
do the same? He will not. Or is there 
anything to do about a squashed cel- 
luloid duck? No. 

Of course, there are two sides to 
this problem. There is some truth in 
the old adage that children are hard 
on toys. But I, as a father, as a 
Santa Claus, have had many a Christ- 
mas toy crumple in my hands while 
I posed it in the right spot under 
the Christmas tree, and I wasn’t ex- 
actly manhandling it, either, in spite 
of my having perhaps fortified my- 
self with a few highballs against the 
tedium of tinselizing a Christmas 
tree. There’s something else: there’s 
about a ninety percent mortality in 
Christmas tree ornaments in the 
three weeks after Yule. All these 
things ought to have more mileage 
built into them, and the manufac- 
turers ought to stand behind them 
like men. 

The fragility of Christmas knick- 
knacks is gradually getting under the 
skins of Christmas shoppers and I 
predict a buyers’ strike unless the 
manufacturers in this field forsake 
their policy of scampering into 
obscurity on December 26th, an- 
nually. (Fancy trying to put your 
finger on the manufacturer of a 
tin steam shovel along about March 
first, say!) 

The manufacturers of Christmas 
toys and other “holiday goods” know 
that their products are going to be 
banged, stepped on, fought over, 
yanked, thrown, and “looked into”, 
and they ought to be built for exactly 
this kind of wear and tear—and 
backed up bravely for at least three 
weeks. 

What is needed in the manufac- 
ture of Christmas goods is (and im- 
agine my being the first person to 
think of this in 1931 years) a little 
old-fashioned Christian conscience. 


























“Well I guess we'd better go back to bed Patricia. You know 
we'll have to get up early and show a lot of enthusiasm!” 














Ironic Immunity 






Knowing my love was eager and new, 






Knowing ‘twas cursed with hope, 
A lad pretended his heart was true, 
Tossed me his cunning rope! 








Oh, any old rope and I'll tie a noose, 






Knot it with greatest glee. . . 






So around my neck, at this pale 







excuse, 


I hung it in ecstasy! 










Now, high and wide, fancy I swing! 
Little he knows my fun... 














Bowing to Their Wisdom 









For my neck’s immune to the lovely 
Love a man and hear him sigh .. . 
Hear, but don’t believe him; 
He is merely wondering why 
Or when you might deceive him! 


thing, 





From all of the hanging I’ve done! 



















Even when your love is new, 
Maddening in its rapture, 

He will sigh and wonder who 
The next one is you'll capture! 





( Know you'd rather have his heart 
Than your life before you... 
Know he’s sure you'll soon depart 


Ane the BMS Ene en Because his love would bore you! 


Got What 
With easy scorn I listened years Little does it matter though, 
To many manly little dears Once you’ve had one doubt you! 
Who offered Love, expecting me Please the Dears, and quickly go... 
To swoon with grateful ecstasy, Prove them right about you! 


To beam with deepest joy, because 
From their exalted perch, they’d 
pause 

And stoop to pick me from the 
crowd, 

And raise me high, and see me proud! 

l 











They’d pat their backs and gaze at 
me 

With pretty magnanimity ... 

’Til I'd apply my gentle wit, 

And use a word they termed 
unfit! 

With easy scorn I whistled long 

An obligato to their song, 

And kept my freedom, kept my 
heart... 

And knew they lied who called me 


smart! 






















—E. L. 
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“What a lovely apartment you have here!” 








OVEMBER 13,.—Awake too be- 

times, and greatly depressed 

that the scales did not register 
the drop in weight which I antici- 
pated at dinner last night when I did 
forego the more highly carbohydrat- 
ed vegetables and the raisins in the 
guinea hen casserole, and did nobly refuse to be served 
with the delicious apple cobbler on which Katie had 
placed a mound of whipped cream faintly suggestive of 
the Matterhorn. Lord! it does seem incredible to me that 
as a debutante I was possessed of an emaciation which 
my family and friends regarded as a misfortune, so that 
I did wear ruffles on my camisole and pads under my 
stays to simulate buxomness, and did respond dolefully 
to the remarks made by facetious seamstresses on the 
possibility of hanging their headgear on my hipbones. 
Mayhap it were better to give up entirely, as Marge 
Boothby asserts she has done, for, wearied with henna 
rinses, boudoir acrobatics, and soul cults, Marge now 
wallows, for the moment, in a Nirvana of self abandon- 
ment, and does maintain that she intends to live out the 
remainder of her days as a character woman, the poor 
wretch being thoroughly unconscious that she has never 
been aught else. So to pondering weighty matters, in 
especial man’s separation from the beasts by having the 
power of choice in the direction of his instincts, and 
wondering if there be not times when such an endow- 
ment is a mixed blessing, since, as Marian Cox has pointed 









out, man is the only animal that 
makes love at all seasons and drinks 
when he is not thirsty. Thinking, too, 
of the statement on the fly-leaf of Dr. 
Riggs’ book that “what is not good 
for the swarm is not good for the 
bee”, a neater and more effective ex- 
pression, methinks, than Kant’s categorical imperative. 
For, albeit life based on the hive principle might be some- 
what deficient in bright lights and music, to say nought 
of honey manufacture as an end and aim, there is no 
gainsaying that the bees have made a fine art of efficiency, 
and it is one of the cosmic jokes that Maeterlinck should 
be their press agent. Then, fearsome that so much cere- 
bration at an early hour might interfere with the diges- 
tion of my breakfast, I did fall to the problem of getting 
three missionaries and three cannibals across a river in a 
small boat that would accommodate but two passengers, 
with only one missionary and one cannibal able to row, 
and the inexpedience of allowing the carnivorous faction 
a majority on either side at any time. To luncheon at the 
new Waldorf with the Bonfoeys, on from Quincy to buy 
a Bellanca airship, and I was all a-twitter over helping 
them to decide on its interior decoration, marveling at 
the complacence with which Tivvie spoke of head rests 
and footstools, forasmuch as an altitude of several thou- 
sand feet is not my notion of the ideal spot for com- 
plete relaxation. And when Dutch told me that he had 
shot four hundred ducks last week, I did thank God 
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that he could not possibly send any of them to me, even 
though he confided a new method of de-feathering the 
birds, which is to saturate them with hot parrafin, let 
it cool, and then rip off the plumage. 


— 14.—In high spirits this morning over win- 
ning a bet from Samuel on the proper pronuncia- 
tion of the word “cocaine”, nor could he believe his eyes 
when I showed him Phyfe’s manual and the dictionary, 
neither. Then we fell to discussing our Christmas card, 
weighing the perfunctory spirit in which the majority of 
such missives are sent against our own delight in a heavy 
post during holiday week, and I did rejoice when the 
Golden Rule triumphed, even though contemporary con- 
ditions make engraved felicitations something of a mock- 
ery. But I did decide to obviate cynical criticism by com- 
posing a quatrain for our use in which there is more 
logic than poetry. Namely, 


When times are tough, and life seems hard, 
No harm can come from a Christmas card. 
For, if over its greetings you’re not agog, 

It makes a swell blaze on the Yuletide log. 


Lydia Loomis to see me, telling me how the Nick Pur- 
viances have bought a lovely villa on Lake Como and 
turned its ancient chapel into a bar, a gesture which might 
have been expected of them. And we did agree that Nick 
would never be a man to write his memoirs, for, albeit 
they would make far livelier reading than many volumes 
of recollections which sell into the thousands, he does 
draw so complete a blank on the majority of his more 
colorful experiences that their transcription would be an 
impossibility. He does not recall, for instance, the details 
of the night when he came home with a kangaroo, but 
he is not likely ever to forget his astonishment at behold- 
ing it in his park the next morning, nor the sum and 
strategy he expended to get it removed before Angela 
awakened. Small wonder and great pity that he has con- 
tracted a lingering and fatal malady, forasmuch as a 





citizen with the ability to make his fellowmen laugh out 
loud is one, methinks, against whom mortality should 
not ride. Lydia, very full of the benefits which she has 
derived from psychiatric treatment, assuring me that, 
albeit she will always remain an adolescent whenever 
vanilla ice cream is passed, she now rises from her chaise- 
longue and walks across her room to get this and that 
instead of bawling for a minion to fetch it to her, and 
will never again, so long as she lives, threaten to close 
her account at a draper’s when she does not receive the 
instantaneous service which she feels she merits. 


li, (comers 15.—Lay late, reading in Edna Ferber’s 
“American Beauty”, and rejoicing to infer that she 
shares my own attitude towards the furniture of our 
country’s infancy, calling it as stern as the Judgment Day 
and just about as comfortable, for it has always been 
beyond my comprehension that amateur collectors should 
set so much store by chairs and bureaus not only lacking 
in aesthetic value, but so patently the equipment of 
kitchens and servants’ rooms in their own period. Mind- 
ful, too, apropos of Miss Ferber’s development of the 
foreign invasion, of the family legend that my maternal 
grandfather, a civil engineer, did import the first Polish 
labor into this country for the building of the Louisville 
and Nashville railroad, with an Illinois village testifying 
at this day to its Slavic foundation, and of my grand- 
mother’s stories of being left on Saturday nights, when 
jollifications in St. Louis were the weekly mitigations of 
the asperities of life for unnaturalized citizens, with two 
timid serving-maids and several bushel baskets filled with 
gold watches. Then up and did on my silk frock, 
to the neck and cuffs of which I have attached white 
frilling to please my Sam, and so to luncheon with Effie 
Goings in honor of her birthday, and we did decide that 
a woman can remove six years from the announcement of 
her age without being suspected of purloining more than 
two, an agreement which I do consider a triumph for 
the beauticians and Bertrand Russell. 
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“You get out of the Alps just 


what you put into them, dear.” 




















Aimee Semple McPherson Hutton, 


evangelist and newlywed. 


Benjamin DeCasseres, 
essayist. 


Rev. Dr. Daniel A. Poling, 
leader of the Allied Forces 


for Prohibition. 


Bruce Barton, 
editorial writer and advertising man. 


Rudy Vallee, 


crooner. 


Mae West, 


actress, author of “Diamond Lil,” 
“The Constant Sinner.” 


Arthur Brisbane, 
editorial writer. 


Peggy Joyce, 


multi-marrionette. 


Heywood Broun, 


columnist, actor. 


F. Scott McBride, 
superintendent of the Anti-Saloon 
League. 


Prince Ferdinand von Hohenzollern, 
(grandson of the ex-Kaiser.) 


The Great Minds ... 


At Work and At Rest 


A husband is like an egg. If you 
keep him in hot water too long he 


becomes hard-boiled. 


When Upton Sinclair dies, he’s 


dead; when I die, I’m immortal. 


Some of the finest people in the 
world are Wets. 


What a great thing it would be if, 
for a few days, all business would 
stop, all newspapers suspend publica- 
tion, all economists quit predicting, 
and the whole human race go to bed. 


There is no question about it—the 
average man is fascinated by the 
beauty of a woman. 


I’m afraid my play writing efforts 
have been terribly misunderstood. 


The League of Nations refuses to 
admit that war exists between China 
and Japan. But the war is real 
enough to those that are killed every 


day. 


As a matter of fact, I like some of my 
husbands now much better than 
when I was married to them. 


There is a distinct air of asceticism 


about Earl Carroll. 


America is the freest nation and 
therefore the driest nation. 


Punching the time clock is great fun; 
I love it. 
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The Sunday School Christmas Ent 
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The Art of Serving 


ERVING a dinner beautifully re- 

quires a combination of sleight of 
hand, diplomacy and juggling. 

For instance— 

(1) Anyone knows who should be 
served first, but only the artist can 
dismember a baked hen for five and 
have some white meat left for him- 
self, 

(2) Anyone can work to the host- 
ess’ right, but sound judgment is 
needed in dividing a quart of creamed 
potatoes by nine. 

(3) Nimble hands are necessary if 
the server hopes to get in a few bites 
himself between the first and second 
serving. 

Learn your meat first, I say, and 
you are on the road to carving your- 
self a reputation as a beautiful server. 

In carving a roast remember that 
all animals, in addition to their bones, 


are held together by strings and 
wooden or wire skewers. Why this is 
I do not know. It may be the outdoor 
life they lead. 

Skewer skeletons are individualis- 
tic. No two are alike. The same is 
true of the bony structure and joint 
placements of hens, ducks, capons 
and turkeys. 

As for the string in which an ani- 
mal wraps itself before going to mar- 
ket—cooks unstring beans but roasts, 
never. 

When carving place the feet 
squarely on the floor and keep the 
elbows in, head up, chest out, mouth 
closed. Remain calm. There’s nothing 
to be gained by screaming and slash- 
ing out at a roast with your eyes 
shut. You may sever a guest’s ear or 
stab the hostess or the waitress and a 
good waitress is a jewel. 


Never attack a roast without first 
reconnoitering. An X-ray photo of a 
roast is expensive but well worth the 
money. Probe with a fork. On meet- 
ing an obstacle, detour. 

After you have learned meat you 
can develop vegetables. Here are 
some rules: 


ON’T plop the mashed potatoes. 

Remember, peas roll. Rice is a 
sieve and if you put too much gravy 
on it the gravy forms a gravy pool in 
the center of the plate. Never ask a 
guest if he wants carrots. He can 
leave them on his plate. A spoonful 
of buttered beets waved over a plate 
leaves streaks. Asparagus has no 
backbone. Spaghetti must be cor- 
nered. Do not be too generous. 
Gauge portions so there will be 
enough of each vegetable to go 
around. Avoid a misdeal. 

—Tom Sims 





“Then you're just sort of a gigolo between 
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wars, aren’t you, General?” 
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“Cotton highways may soon 
relieve the farmer without 
benefit of legislation. That is, 
if certain experiments now be- 
ing conducted by State High- 
way Engineer Gibb Gilchrist 
are successful.” 
—News item. 














Hon. Gibb Gilchrist, 

State Highway Department, 
Victoria, Texas. 

Dear Sir: 

I wish to enter some complaints 
against the new cotton highway 
which has been woven from Victoria 
to Taylor City. 

Due to recent rains the road has 
shrunk at least two miles in length, 
leaving an impassable stretch from 
Medford to Taylor City, and be- 
tween the High School and Oil 
Creek Bridge the shoulders are so 
frayed that there is scarcély enough 
room for two cars to pass without 
running off the selvage. 

My wife thinks that several yards 
of twill would have looked better 
than that untidy piece of unbleached 
muslin in front of the Congrega- 
tional Church on Lansing Avenue, 
but that’s simply a matter of civic 
taste and an unerring eye in match- : 
ing materials. The least you could s), 
do would be to have the wrinkles *. 
pressed out once a week. 
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I tell you, Mr. Gilchrist, our main 
thoroughfare is literally out at the 
knees. A bad run has started at the 
corner of Fifth and Broadway, and 
the intersection of Main and Du Bois 
wants darning before the rag picker 
sets his eye on it. 

Have you driven over Oil Mill 
Hill lately? I understand that moths 
have chewed clean up to the hem, 
and the shoulders are beginning to 
unravel. While washing my car this 
morning, I found enough stray 
threads on my brakebands to weave 
a new approach to the firehouse. 

The railroad crossing is a veritable 
death trap, sir, and if you don’t use 
something besides a mercerized finish 
on the approaches, I’m going to have 
my wife go out, personally, and sew 
a row of buttons along the crown to 
prevent skidding. 

As you know, the Victoria busses 
have always been hard on our high- 
ways. Now, beside putting a disgrace- 
ful shine on the road, they throw lint 
all over the pedestrians. 

However, of all my complaints, I 
think the shrinking is the most seri- 
ous. By next Spring the highway be- 
tween here and Taylor City won’t be 
wide enough for a bicycle. You can’t 
wash it in Lux, you know, sir. My 
suggestion is that you tear up the 
present highway (just rip out the 
stitches) and sell it to a paper mill; 
then, next Spring, relay the right of 
way with cloth that has been San- 
forized Shrunk. It won’t creep up at 
the sleeves and is guaranteed for per- 
manent fit. 

Yours truly, 
Jack Cluett. 

P. S. The next time your men are 
stitching up the gutter along Pine- 
woods Avenue, I wish theyd put a 
little starch in my sidewalk. 
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GREAT DRAMAS ix SPORT 


ALE was in the doldrums. A week 
before the 1908 meeting with 
Princeton an 
eleven: had run the sons of Old Eli 
. . but the 


inspired Brown 


ragged. The score was a tie . 
game was a moral victory for the men 
from Providence. In those days, you 
know, it was 
considered 
rather im- 
pudent for a 
small col- 
lege team to 
even threat- 
en one of 
the Big 
Three. 
During 
the inter- 
vening six 


days of 

work before ay? ea 
2 

the Tiger : 


bared hs ®%S5¢ 


claws, the 
Yale 
was shaken 

up. One of the changes was a shift of 
Ted Coy from fullback to end . . . for 


Coy was at home in any department and 
the wings had been fatally weak against 


squad 


Brown. 

Ted didn’t mind. The thrill and surge 
and smash of the game were all that 
counted with him. Of course, anybody 
liked glory, but glory was really sec- 
ondary. He wanted to play . . . and 
Yale to win . . . and any other reasons 
could run for Sweeney. 

Somehow or other the changes didn’t 
help much. The New Haven boys were 
slow getting off their plays. . . . They 
were logy on the defense. . . . They 
couldn’t seem to get going, and at the 
end of the first half Princeton led, 6—0. 

Merry hell was raised in the dressing- 
room, you may be sure. The coach 
whipped his men with a verbal lash. . . . 
He urged them to fight and die for their 
dear old alma mater. . . . He prodded 
them with insults. . . . He begged them, 
with tears in his eyes, to get out there 
on the field and do something. 

Pep talks are supposed to be proper 
medicine. A dying man ought to be so 
enthused that he’d run ninety yards for 
a touchdown on almost any given play. 
. . » But nothing much seemed to happen 





to Yale. The boys went out with glint- 
ing eyes, and were pushed around quite 
as freely as they had been in the first 
half. 

One of the eleven had the vital spark. 
That was Ted Coy . . . a smashing big 
fellow, who could do anything, and do 





Ted Coy plunged across the goal-line with half the Princeton team 
I § f 


on his back. .. 


it as well or better than any other back 
in the history of football. 

Ten minutes of the half had gone by. 
Princeton still led, 6—O. Yale had the 
ball on her own thirty yard line. 

Murphy tried Princeton’s right end, 
and failed to gain. . . . Philbin was 
stopped on a try at center. . . . Coy was 
called behind the line and jammed 
through for a first down! 

Murphy hit right tackle, and did not 
advance an inch. . . . Phil- 
bin sliced off a yard at left 
end. ... Again Coy dropped 
back, and made fifteen 
yards through the center of 
the Princeton line! 





IVE minutes of | this 
stirring struggle. Ted 
ripped the Tiger defense to 
shreds. He was sent in at 
fullback . . . someone replaced him at 
end. . . . The quarterback stopped giv- 
ing the ball to anyone else . . . Coy, Coy, 
Coy! . . . On every play Ted made his 
huge gains. Princeton massed to stop 
him .. . they might as well have tried to 
stop the Twentieth Century. 

Past the middle of the field. . . . Into 
Tiger territory .... Over the twenty... 


es 












Jack 
eee by Kofoed 


the fifteen . . . the ten yard line. And 
then .. . in a burst of furious effort. . . . 
Ted Coy ploughed across that last bit of 
scuffed terrain with half the Princeton 
team hanging on his back. 

His shoulders doubled under the 
weight . . . sweat streamed into his eyes. 
. . « He lifted each leg with tremendous 
effort, for a man held tightly to each. 
. . . But no one could stop him. . . . He 
was the Great Irresistible. . . . He 
marched like a giant across the goal-line, 
while the students in the stands screamed 
with unbelievable ecstasy. 


HE score was tied . . . but there was 

more to do. None of the other backs 
could gain against the frantic Princeton 
defense. That was apparent to even those 
who knew little of football. If Yale was 
to win Coy must be the savior. 

After the kickoff, and the Tigers’ 
failure to gain, a punt sent the ball deep 
into Yale’s territory again. 

Coy was weary. Even so heroic a 
frame as his could not have failed to 
wilt under the war he had waged... . 
But Yale had to win! . . . It was vital 
beyond words that this victory be 
achieved . . . and since Ted was the only 
one who could gain it he set himself to 
the task again. Strangely enough, once 
he felt the ball in his hands again weari- 
ness left him. 

Princeton massed to meet the shock 
of the thunderbolt. . . . Philbin and 
Murphy and the rest were unconsidered 
. . Coy was the man to get. 

Straining bodies barred his 
path . . . but he crushed 
them down and marched 
on until pulled to earth 
by the sheer weight of 
numbers. 

He would rise . . . and the 
same melodrama would be 
enacted again. Once more 
he crossed the center of the 
field. . . . Once more his 

parade toward the goal-posts started. He 
was sweaty and breathless. . . . A streak 
of blood smeared a grim line across his 
mouth. . .. But the juggernaut would not 
be stopped. 

There was one great question. . . . Had 
he enough time to smash his way across 
the remaining stripes? The game was 
(Continued on page 64) 


items. . 























of 
ton 
the 


yes. 
ous 
ich. 
He 
He 
ine, 


ned 


was 
cks 
ron 
ose 


vas 
rs 
ep 
to 
tal 


be 


aly 


th 


acne 

































ve 
ty } 
} ' 
| 8 | Ma 
= Hy | 70 a9408 J 
|} | 2AOPrvaAIG 
i! | ae 
d | } 4 ess 














DPUNKE 




















DEPARTMENT Store Heap: “Owing to 
the continued depression I am forced 
to call upon one of you gentlemen to 
undertake the task of impersonating 
Santa Claus!” 


Shoppers Keepers 


I’ve bought a watch for Sara, my little girl friend, Sara; 
I’ve bought some ties for Jimmy, he’s fussy as can be; 
I’ve bought a brooch for Auntie; for Ruth a lace-edged pantie— 


And now I can’t help wondering—what have they bought for me! 


I’ve bought my cook the satin to make a dress for parties; 
I’ve bought my cat a pretty brace of velvet catnip mice; 
I’ve bought a gate-legged table for just-wed Joe and Mabel, 


Oh, I can hear them chorusing, “How very, very nice!” 


I’ve bought some cobweb stockings, with lace inserts and clockings, 
I’ve bought bridge cards and crystal beads (what taste the girl has got!) 
I’ve bought frail china dishes, and tropical goldfishes, 
And now I’ve finished buying and—I think I’ll keep the lot! 
—Margaret E. Sangster. 









My Dear Daughter: 


It was thoughtful of you to let us 
know definitely you couldn’t come 
home for Christmas. I had a half- 
day reserved on my holiday schedule 
for meeting your train at the junc- 
tion, supposing, of course, you would 
be here to look after your interests, 
as usual. This will enable me to 
meet Phyllis no matter which of 
seven possible trains from boarding 
school she finally gets on. Gracie is 
supposed to join her at Harrisburg 
and share her section. If that meeting 
takes place I’ll know it’s possible for 
the Gifford plan to succeed. 

I respect your policy of retrench- 
ment, and I wouldn’t think of break- 
ing down your morale by offering to 
send you and your husband your 
fares. Besides, I think it will be nice 
for you to spend Christmas with his 
people. That will make it easier for 
you to move in with them in case 


“How do you like it, Tom— 


The Letters 
Sethe 


any better than the stock market?” 


you have to decide to make just one 
happy family. 

We are planning a very simple 
Christmas. We haven’t bought the 
usual emergency supply of Christ- 
mas cards to mail at the last minute 
to people who fool us. Your mother 
suggested that this year we confine 
the greetings to people we know. In 
fact, there is a sort of holiday re- 
form wave. Some friends in last 
night said they were going to insist 
that the children home from school 
get in by five every morning and 
be up bright and early in the after- 
noon. 


I am hoping for a nice green 
Christmas. Your Aunt Hattie will 
be here, and every time we have 
snow she wants to go out and be 
kiddies again. I remember a couple 
of years ago she led us all in a merry 
cross country hike across the moonlit 
snow, fell off a boulevard into an 


undeveloped sub-division, and we 
had to call a wrecking car to hoist 
her out. 

Aunt Hattie likes the old-fash- 
ioned Christmas. If she had any en- 
couragement she would bring in the 
yule log and substitute a boar’s head 
for the turkey. We try to avoid hav- 
ing her but she’s one of the kind 
who thinks it is her duty to let a 
little sunshine into our lives. 

I think we could stand everything 
else about Aunt Hattie if she didn’t 
give useful gifts. 

Your mother will send you your 
present in a thin envelope, but don’t 
show it to your husband’s people. 
They may deduct it from their gift. 
I know they believed that Wilfrid 
had married a rich girl because of 
that time you bought flowers in a 
railroad station. 


Your Affectionate Father, 
McCready Huston. 





















Mr. Hathaway Has His Fling 


by Russell Crouse 



































F anyone had asked Mr. Hathaway he would have 

said that the subway wasn’t much of a place for 
romance. And yet he was almost certain the lady sitting 
across from him had smiled. He looked around the edge 
of his newspaper again. Her eyes were elsewhere and 
he studied her. She certainly wasn’t bad looking. A 
little plump perhaps, but Mr. Hathaway thought wo- 
men were carrying the slender figure business too far 
anyway. 

She turned and caught his eye. He felt a little em- 
barrassed. And then she smiled again. There was no 
mistaking it this time. She was even prettier when she 
smiled. Mr. Hathaway edged back behind his news- 
paper and pretended to be reading something about 
Congress. 

He didn’t know just what to do about this situation. 
It was pretty brazen and that offended him a little but 
he was pleased, too. He was forty-three. He knew he 
wasn’t any Clark Gable but he wasn’t bad looking at 
that. His bald spot didn’t show, especially with his 
hat on. Why shouldn’t he have a little flirtation if he 
wanted to? He deserved a little fun. Even Irma told 
him he worked too hard. 

Besides, Irma would never find out. There was the 
night he got tipsy at the office banquet. He was afraid 
she would find out about that but she didn’t. And, any- 
way, how did he know what she was doing those after- 
noons when she said she was playing bridge or shopping? 
Maybe she was out with some fellow who didn’t have 
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a bald spot. Well, he’d show her. He could have a good 
time, too. 

He folded his newspaper and tried to make his glance 
across the aisle casual. Her eyes were waiting for his. 
This time he smiled back. 

The man sitting next to Mr. Hathaway got up and 
walked toward the door. The lady, still smiling, got up, 
too, and came toward the empty seat. For a moment Mr. 
Hathaway was in a panic. He hadn’t made any plans. 
He didn’t know what to say or do next. 

“You don’t remember me,” she said sitting down 
beside him. 

That was an old one. He knew that much. 

“Well, I—,” he said, reaching for the right answer. 

“I’m Mrs. Kirschner,” she went on. “I’m a great friend 
of your wife’s. You know, Thursday Bridge Club. I 
met you when we played at your house a few months 
ago. Remember now?” 

“Why, of course,” said Mr. Hathaway. “Of course. 
And how are you?” The train was pulling into a station. 
He couldn’t see what station it was. He got up. “Sorry,” 
he said, “I get off here.” He backed away. 

“Remember me to Irma,” said Mrs. Kirschner. 

“I certainly will,” said Mr. Hathaway. 

He got off and waited for the next train. That night 
he said to Irma: 

“I met that Mrs. Kirschner in the subway today.’ 
“Addie Kirschner,” she said. “How’s Addie?” 
“She’s getting pretty fat,” he said. 


’ 
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STILL ABLE TO AFFORD 
BULLETS 
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It’s the Depression 
LINTON, IND.—The exact center 
of population of the United States has 
been located. It is 2.9 miles northeast of 
this town. The spot itself is on an 
abandoned mine site, and is in the middle 

of a large, permanent mud puddle. 


Constructive Divorce 

DENVER—Mrs. Norman Ewald, a 
divorcee, was held on a charge of forc- 
ing her way into the home of Judge 
G. A. Luxford. She contended that she 
had a “moral right” to make her home 
there, as the judge had granted her hus- 
band a divorce and hence “owed” her 
a place to live. 


Ineog. 

EDWARDSVILLE, ILL.—The latest 
innovation of hitch-hikers was introduced 
here by an east-bound wanderer. Carry- 
ing a five-gallon gasoline can, painted 
bright red, the hiker trudged along in 
the guise of a motorist in distress. “I 
got a lot of rides and most people see 
the joke when I confess,” he said. The 
gasoline can contains clothes. 





doesn’t 


CHICAGO—It sound 
sonable, but Theodore Roberts was un- 
happy because he was feeling so well. 

It looks as though he’s going to lose 
his job as the champion headache pro- 
ducer of this and other States. 

Ever since early in January Roberts 


rea- 


has been getting his board and room 
and $50 a month at the University of 
Illinois research hospital, where the doc- 
tors have been seeking the cause and cure 
for migraine headaches. He was chosen 
from among 750 applicants as having 
the biggest and best migraine on record. 

But now Roberts has heard the sad 
news from the doctors that he hasn’t a 
migraine at all. He’s had lots of aches 
but they have all yielded to ordinary 
treatments and the doctors are thinking 
of letting him go. 

“Doc,” he said to one of the physicians, 
“I hate to confess it, but I’m feeling 
fine.” 





Hitting on All 32 

EVANSVILLE, IND.—John Rob- 
erts had the unique experience of being 
bitten on the thigh by his own teeth. 
Motoring to a nearby town, his car 
skidded, bounced Roberts high in the air. 
He discovered on landing that he had 
forgotten to put his teeth on that morn- 
ing; left them in a rear pocket. 











A Duty Seen and Done 

MANHATTAN, KAN.—A county 
truck loaded with several months’ ac- 
cumulation of confiscated whiskey collid- 
ed with a passenger car here recently. 
The street was showered with broken 
bottles, jugs and liquor. The passenger 
car was filled with delegates to the state 
convention of the Women’s Christian 
Temperance Union. 


Save the Fathers! 

PITTSBURGH—A “paternity ward” 
for anxious fathers awaiting word from 
the stork will be a feature of the new 
Allegheny General Hospital. 

The section will contain a dining room, 
parlors, where husbands may play cards 
while awaiting bulletins about the wife 
and baby, and a special barber shop to 
insure a good appearance on the part of 
the proud parent. 


Hard-Working Nickel 

WAYCROSS, GA.—Bankers should 
meet Cecil Brown, newsboy. Cecil arrived 
to pick up his papers with a nickel in his 
pocket. He saw a boy to whom he owed 
a dime. He handed him the nickel as 
part payment. The other boy gave the 
five cents to a third whom he owed that 
amount. The third boy found a creditor 
and passed the nickel along. The fourth 
boy owed five cents to the original owner 
of the coin and paid up. So then the first 
boy settled the second half of his debt. 
One nickel got four boys out of debt. 





life in the news..at home..abroad 


Pains in the Grammar 

CHICAGO—Mrs. Helen Wilson 
Morse is suing her husband for divorce 
because he refused to abide by social 
etiquette. At one time he refused to rise 
from the dinner table to acknowledge 
an introduction, and he continually used 
“ain’t”, split infinitives, and ended sen- 
tences with prepositions. Mrs. Morse 
claims this is cruelty. 


That Old Privilege 
WASHINGTON—The Women’s 


Bureau reports that women in industry 
are smitten with a restless spirit. Six 
hundred women examined had already 
held down twenty-seven hundred differ- 
ent jobs. 


°Tis of Thee, Though 
THE HAGUE—The artist who de- 


signed a new stamp to be used in Hol- 
land forgot just one thing. That was the 
name of the country. 


The Oueh Vicarious 
SHANGHAI—A dying Chinese off- 


cial directed that his automobile be 
burned at his funeral. Effigies of his foot- 
men and chauffeur were also sent up in 
smoke. 





Quake-Feeler 


HEXHAM, ENG.—G. H. Robson, 
an iron worker of Acomb, has mystified 
local physicians by offering proof of his 
claim that he is a human seismograph. 

Robson said that since the removal 
of a muscle from his back, his spinal 
nerves had become so sensitive that he 
was able to “record” earthquakes in 
Japan, India, New Zealand and the 
South Pacific Ocean. 

“I can tell to the minute when each 
shock starts, how long it lasts and about 
how strong it is,” he said. “During the 
summer I recorded 21 shocks. All were 
verified by official reports.” 




















The absent-minded professors hold their annual banquet. 














Wire: Dear, don’t you think you are going just a bit fast for safety? 








Third And Last Outrage! 


The artistic and interesting business to the reader’s 
right is the third and last puzzle in the now famous 
series of rebuses. 


For The Benefit Of Those Who 


have not seen the two previous issues of LIFE, 
we re-announce that $10 is offered for all complete 
and correct solutions to the three puzzles. By that 
we mean verbatim, word-for-word perfection. If 
you have not seen the first puzzles of this series, 
you will find them in the November 20th and Nov- 
ember 27th issues of LIFE. If copies of one or both 
of these are not available, write to this office, ad- 
dress below, enclose ten c2nts per copy in stamps 
and issues containing the missing puzzles will be 


mailed at once. 


This Is Not A Contest 


You are your own and only competitor. All you 
have to be is right. Looks easy, doesn’t it? A couple 
of rules are necessary, of course, just to keep every- 
thing clear and orderly— 


The Rules 


1. To solve the puzzle, simply translate the pictures 
into words, reading from left to right, and keep 
in their given position the words and letters that 
are already supplied. Here and there you will find 
a word spelled out that requires translation, but 
you should spot those without trouble. 


2. It is not necessary to buy a copy of LIFE if you 
want to join in the fun. Your library, your dentist, 
your club (beg pardon) —LIFE is everywhere and 
you should have no trouble in finding a copy. 


3. Remember, only complete sets of solutions for 


all three puzzles will be eligible for the prize. 


4. We're sorry, but each individual can be allowed 
to enter only one set of solutions. If you are 100% 
right you will be paid $10 in cash. All solutions (3 
puzzles) must be in our hands on or before Jan. 
10, 1932. Address: Rebus Editor, LIFE, 60 East 
42nd Street, New York City. 
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“Good Lord! My ear itches 








Only Request 


Dear Santa: Bring 

Me just one thing, 

A rhyme for Love that no one knows! 
For—Stars above, 

And—Gentle dove, 

Are slowly driving me to prose! 


—E. L. 


Christmas Visions 


When we set the yule-log blazing, 
And the children dance with glee, 
At fair visions they are gazing, 
But they’re blind to what I see. 


They all glimpse a fire-fairy 
Dancing up the chimney-fluc, 
While I’m seeing January, 
When the Christmas bills fall due. 
—E. D. K. 














MENTHOL-COOLED 


=— a 


CIGARETTES |. 


20 FOR 20c (U.S.).. 


THE AXTON-FISHER TOBACCO CO., 


+ 20 FOR 30c (CANADA) 


INC., LOUISVILLE, KY, 


Wir 


FUN RUNS HIGH, 
DO YOUR 
CIGARETTES 
KEEP PACE? 


... that’s when 
you need the 
Clean Taste! 


When the party’s on, when laughter 
is gay and conversation lively...do you 
just naturally “top” the fun with more 
cigarettes? What a time that is for staying 
“mouth-happy” with Spud’s cooler smoke 
and cleaner taste! What does it matter if 
the cigarettes follow one another as quickly 
as the dances... what matter if you are a 2 
or 3-pack-a-day smoker? Spud always keeps 
your mouth moist-cool and comfortably 
clean. When you discover Spud, you’ve 
found full-bodied tobacco fragrance...and 
the grand new freedom in old-fashioned 
tobacco enjoyment! Try it out for yourself! 



































© Thousands of bitte 
chithrenwilbe 
STARVING 


as youstt down lo 
OUr Holiday Dinner 


The glow of joyous anticipation, as a Nation's holiday period approaches. 
Whatever betides, America will not be denied its Holiday observances, despite 
the temporary depression of backward times. 


A tang in the air .. . . mother busy over a plump turkey ... . cranberry 
sauce .... pies stuffed with spicy flavor .... platters of plenty to spread before 
young and old. 

Will your appreciation of this be tinged with sorrow when you know that 
little children . . .. thousands upon thousands of them .. . . will be literally 

starving on this occasion? Not only is this true 
of America, but of the children of a troubled 
world. And where children are concerned, there 
are no intervening barriers of race or creed. 


Turkey on your table .... small, thin, emaci- 
ated hands reaching out, in many climes and 
lands, for dry husks of bread .... pies and cakes 
and all the goodies of the holiday season for you 
and your little ones... . and a cup of acrid coffee 
the MEAL of Porto Rican children. 


“GOLDEN RULE WEEK”—Decemberl320 
has been set apart as an opportunity for you to 
put food into the mouths of starving children 
.+.. American children, as well as others. And 
the holiday period will be the happier .... your 

heart the lighter—for having been generous 
in such a PRACTICAL way. 


2... OE: DECEMBER 13-20 


GOLDEN RULE WEEK 


MS LISP LI RLS LIS PIS IS LS LF FISK IE 


BoarD Or TRUSTEES 


Georoe A Batt 
Currorp W. Barnes 
S. Parxes CapMaAN 
Rosert J. Catpwer 
Patrick H. Cattanan 
James S. Cusiman 
Josepnus Daniets 
Joun H. Finey 

Joun B. Gienn 
Cranes S. Mcrartann 
Water H. Matrory 
Francis J McConneii 
Wittiam B Mirar 
Hitt Montacvue 

Joun R. Morr 

Mas. Epogrton Parsons 
Daniet A. Potno 


SSS SE ese aes 


Wittiam A. Prenveroas 


Fremino H. Revere 
Letanp Rex Rosinson 
Ouiver J. Sanps 
ALBERT SHAW 

Georoe E, Sittoway 
Mas. Rosert E. Sprer 
CHRIS SPENCER 
CHARLES STILLMAN 
Wa. Oxiey THompson 
Cuaaces H. Tutte 
Cuaarces V. Vickrey 
Feux M. Waasuro 
James E. West 
Cuaances L. Waite 
Cuatis D. Witsur 
Mary E. Wootgy 
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Movies 
By Harry Evans 


“Touchdown” 


RRIVING on the heels of the big 
LX fuss stirred up by Reede Harris, 
Editor of the Columbia Spectator, 
“Touchdown” is a timely film com- 
mentary on the football situation. You 
will remember that Mr. Harris almost 
started a riot out at Columbia University 
by accusing the college of drafting foot- 
bali players from prep schools and pay- 
ing their tuition. 

In an effort to show the unhappy 
results of scouting for athletic material, 
Paramount presents a well directed film 
with a story that is interesting as a pic- 
ture of an individual case in football 
ethics, but surely an exaggeration if it 
pretends to be dealing with the subject 
generally. For instance: 

The principal character is a young 
football coach. His idea is to win at any 
cost, for his own personal advancement 
in his profession. Nor does he confine 
his selfish ambition to buying football 
players. One of his backfield men is in 
no condition to play because of an in- 
jured knee. The coach straps up the bad 
leg, gives the boy a hypodermic and 
sends him into the game. The knee is 
hurt so badly that the player is per- 
manently disabled. 

And this is the reason we say the 
film exaggerates the point it tries to 
make. Every person who has ever met 
a university football coach will resent 
the inference that any one of them would 
use such methods, regardless of how 
badly the services of a player might be 
needed. 

Having gotten this off our chest we 
will say that Richard Arlen gives one 
of the most convincing performances of 
his career as the coach. Also applause for 
Jack Oakie, Peggy Shannon and J. Far- 
rell MacDonald. 

“Touchdown.” 


You'll enjoy 


“The Phantom of Paris” 


LL during this film a lady sitting 
£% next to us kept repeating over and 
over about what a shame it is they do 
not give John Gilbert a story worthy of 
his talents. The lady, by the way, looked 
very much like a certain famous blonde 
movie star. 

In spite of the tip . . . and admitting 
that he has been given some pretty poor 
material . . . we think John is somewhat 
to blame for his recent unfortunate ex- 
periences in the talkies. “The Phantom 
of Paris” is certainly better than his 

(Continued on page 56) 











ways 
Winter 


This Vacation Meets Every Test 


. | HIS winter, when you need a vacation if 


you ever needed one in your life, demands 
full value from every minute... the ‘complete 
escape from care that comes with endless new 
and interesting things to see and do. 

Accept no compromises. Forthere és a place 
where you need sacrifice no single element of 
an ideal winter vacation. 

Body - building sunshine warms the sandy 
beach of the blue Pacific...sparkles on bright 
desert oases...lends zest to golf, tennis, mo- 
toring, riding, polo, yachting, sailing, fishing, 
racing... any sport you can name. 

Here are Spanish Missions older than the 
United States... movie companies on location 

. the stars themselves at world premieres or 

zay Hollywood cafes ... mile-high mountain 
eseens and sapphire lakes... palms, orange 
groves...a world sea-port... pleasure-islands 
near the coast... Old Mexico just to the south 

..Pasadena, Glendale, Long Beach, Santa 
Monica, Beverly Hills, Pomona and other 
famous resorts and cities ... with Los Angeles 
centering this whole amazing playground. 





Fiesta Events 


The mystery of the desert 





Half-a-dozen vacations in one! Each day can 
bea glorious new adventure in the joy of liv- 
ing. And it’s all only 2% days from most of 
America, Come to Southern California for a 
glorious vacation. Advise anyone not tocome 
seeking employment lest he be disappointed, 
butfor the tourist the attractions are unlimited. 


Costs no more than at home 


In this year round vacationland you escape 
the “peak prices” necessary in short-season 
resorts. In fact, costs while here need be no 
more than athome.We prove these statements 
in a remarkable new book which the coupon 
below brings you free. 

It outlines, day by day, a winter (and also a 
summer) visit to Southern California, includ- 
Pa nearly 100 interesting gravure photo- 

os map, information about routes, item- 
ized daily cost figures, etc.... perhaps the most 
complete vacation book ever published. Send 
the coupon for your free copy. Start planning 
now! 

(If you wish another beautiful book “South- 
ern California through the Camera,” include 
4c in stamps to cover mailing cost.) 





Hollywood 


The glamorous Pacific 


SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 


tc, 
+ C] Los Angel 
a oon : CJ ies hagiite Sports 


Name 
any vocation * Street 
‘ City 


< # -i 








(Check if desired.) (1) Send me your free illustrated book giving complete details (in- 


(Check if desired.) (1) Four cents in stamps (postage cost) enclosed. Send ‘‘Southern 


grsteseceenseeeesnnenenenesaes 
* All-Year Club of Southern California, Ltd., Div. C- 12 
a ss 1151 So. Broadway, Los Angeles, Calif. 
Let us sen : 
you this cluding costs) of a Southern California vacation. 
remarkable lifornia through the Camera.’ 


C) Orange 
[_} Riverside 


State 
(Please Print Your Name and Address) 


’ Also send free booklets about the counties checked. 
(] San Bernardino (J San Diego 
[_] Santa Barbara () Ventura 
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Hotel Purecve 


FirtuH Avenue at SIxTY-FIRST STREET 
New York 


Single Rooms and Suites 
for 
Transient or Extended 
Visits 


tess 
THE GRAND BALLROOM 
SMALLER BALLROOMS, BALCONY DINING ROOMS 
AND THE PIERRE ROOF 


are available on reservation 
for large or small affairs 


atin 


A Famous Restaurant 


Cuarves Pierre, President and Managing Director 





























Sail from New York Eastward Jan- 
uary 6th and you will have 143 days 
...seeing new sights, the Taj Mahal 


and the Devil Dancers of Bali... 








, 1a; 
hearing new sounds, gold and 





silver temple bells and the cry of 








the Hot Potato man... tasting new 





dishes, poi and sukiyaki... visiting 












travelers—is , RESOLUTE, ' 


ly equipped for all-clime cruising, for diversions 








A M mas leo ia world-faom 
irg-American Managemen], aiso,is worid-jamed | 


luxurious comfort. 











ste coll tha hathes 
er) JauUInNe i Iner 





With rates lower than ever there are included a wealth of shore 
excursions and splendid accommodations for the January 6th sailing. 


CONSULT LOCAL AGENT or 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


39 BROADWAY NEW YORK 














Boston, Chicago, Cleveland, Detroit, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, ios Angeles, 
San Francisco, Seattle, Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg, Regina, Edmonton, Vancouver. 










The Bronze-Tablet Design. 
er Voices His Love 


NO IMPVLSE VAGVE BRINGS 
ME THVS VNTO YOV, 

AN VLSTER-MVFFLED FIGVRE, 
SCARF ASKEW, 

TO SING BENEATH YOvR 
SILL AND TREAD THE 
SNOW, 

VSING AS AN ACCOMPANY. 
ING RHYTHM SLOW 

A VKVLELE, STRVMMED WITH 

| FINGERS BLVE. 


(THIS ISN’T QVITE THE WARM. 
EST THING TO DO— 
THE MERCVRY IS DOWN TO 
TWENTY-TWO 
VNDER THIS GIBBOVS MOON, 
I'D HAVE YOV KNOW!) 
NO IMPVLSE VAGVE. 


I'VE COME TO VTTER WORDS 
VRBANE BVT TRVE 
ANENT THE BVRNING LOVE I 

BEAR FOR YOV— 
(GLOWING WITHIN ME LIKE 

A VAST FLAMBEA\V) 
AND THVS IT IS I WAIT AND 

CHANT RONDEAVX 

VNDAVNTED BY THE CHILL— 

YOVR LOVE TO WOO. 

NO IMPVLSE VAGVE. 
—E. B. Crosswhite. 














There is room for everybody on the 
earth, says Henry Ford. What? Even 
pedestrians? 








A Florida girl yawned so violently the 
other day she dislocated her jaw. Our 
| guess is that she won’t marry the young 
man who was with her at the time. 








aps | 





‘College girl would drive couple or old 
man to California.” 
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A week away.. 


Along the roadside, in gardens and 
hedges the hibiscus adds its color to 
this land of flowers and flowering trees 


Dinner is over. You sink into a generous chair 


ere the wide lanai looks across Waikiki... 
ly for the day’s after-thrill . . . the soft 
uty of the tropic night. 
Diamond Head sticks down into the sea 
e a giant, nicked knife-blade cutting off 
work-a-day world. Within, the magic of 
waii's night. The crests of lazy rollers 
h white to laugh at the stars. The cool, 
t breeze whispers of oleanders, ginger 
yssoms. The toss- 
r frond of coco 
ms. 
Suddenly you feel 
crowd about you. 
hite linen suits. 
nner jackets. Sun- 
nzed shoulders... 
ning dresses. The 
inuating beat of 
> Hula...a brown 


ughter of Hawaii 


Diving boys...and Hono- 
lulu harbor are synonyms 
to wide-world travelers 





m™ 
drifts into the rhythm of the night. 
The strum of ukuleles dies. Lights dim 
to the moon. Your recent days drift past 
... The driver in Kona who pulled to the 
side of the road to sing to the sunset. The 
lei of twenty dewy gardenias you bought 
for a half dollar before the dance. The days 
at sea, Hawaii-bound. Rice fields; water 
buffalo plowing. Speeding surf-boards. The 
sting of spray in the charging outrigger. 
Cruising to the is- 
lands, Kauai, Maut. 
Spouting Hornand 
Barking Sands. A 
day in a sampan 
trolling for tuna, 
and swordfish. 
Flame trees. The 
gracious friendli- 
ness. The fear that 
you will notremem- 
ber that which you 
Flowers are strung like 


precious beads to make 
the colorful Hawaiian lei 





know you'll never forget. Hawaii... 

Escape from winter. You find no more 
perfect climate anywhere. Winter is “Kapu”’ 
(taboo) in sunny Hawaii. Here are twenty 
golf courses. Luxurious hotels edge coral 
sands. Swaying palms shade delightful, 


moderate priced inns and gay apartments. 


An Inexpensive Trip 


A trip to Hawaii need not be expensive. A 
roundtrip from the Pacific Coast, including 
all expense afloat and ashore can be made for 
less than $350, some even lower than $300. 

As fast as seven days, by train and ship, 
from Chicago. Eight days from New York. 

The Hawaii Tourist Bureau will, upon re- 
quest, mail you FREE, authoritative information 
about the Islands —COSstsS, W hat to see and do, etc 

For a special book on Hawaii, profusely illus- 
trated in full color, with picture maps, enclose 


10C in coin or stamps to defray handling charges. 
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H A W A I I 


225-B BUSH STREET, SAN FRANCISCO or 1151-B SO. BR 
MATSON Line from SAN FRANCISCO 


215 Market Street, San Francisco 
730 So. Broadway, Los Angeles 
535 Fifth Avenue, New York 


5’ 28 YY BR ££ 2 FE 


(OF HONOLULU, HAWAII, U.S.A.) 


ANY TRAVEL AGENT WILL GIVE YOU FULL PARTICULARS 


B U R E A U 


OADWAY, LOS ANGELES 
LASSCO Line from LOS ANGELES 


814Second Avenue, Seattle 730 So. Broadway, Los Angeles 140 So. Dearborn Street, Chicago 
140 So. Dearborn Street, Chicago 685 Market Street, San Francisco 535 Fifth Avenue, New York 
271 Pine Street, Portland, Ore. 213 East Broadway, San Diego 412 Thomas Building, Dallas 











"LOUISE" by Leon Gordon 


PHOTO ENGRAVERS 


of highest grade printing plates 


POWERS REPRODUCTION CORPORATION 


205 West 39th Street, New York Tel. PEnnsylvania 6-0600 
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The smart way to go to 


CALIFORNIA 


~<a—/ % P< donate th Pel qj oe eS a 
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such. delightful luxury 


There’s a bustle of activity among the smart set... 


















Golf sticks are being put in condition for the Del 
Monte tournaments...beach pajamas are being chosen 
in the shops along the Avenue for the season at 
Coronado Beach. Bookings are being made on the 
California ... Virginia ... Pennsylvania of the Panama 
Pacific Line . . . for the coastway is now the smart way 
to travel to the land of sunshine. And, naturally, these 
are the ships that enjoy the patronage of discriminat- 
ing travelers. Fastest, largest and finest in coast-to- 
coast service—they offer every modern luxury... 
every comfort ... every phase of social life. The gay 
whirl in Havana where the ships weigh anchor for 
a smart interlude has now taken on the importance 
of an event in “the season.” The sail through the 
(aie Panama Canal will thrill the most blase passenger. 


UTMOST OCLAN SERVICE 


XW The sea trip itself has become a social requisite. 


PANAMA PACIFIC LINE 


<« ALL NEW STEAMERS > 


INTERNATIONAL MERCANTILE MARINE COMPANY 


No. 1 Broadway, New York City; 687 Market Street, San Francisco 
or authorized steamship or railroad agents 













Between friends 
,. and between smokes 


When the embers burn low in the fireplace, 

and you're ready for that last smoke—re- 

fresh your taste-sense with the cool, minty 

) flavor of Beech-Nut Gum. No, it’s not just 
‘ 


















imagination—Beech-Nut makes your taste- 
sense keener—makes each smoke taste like 
the first one of the day. Try it yourself before 
you light the next one... And remember 
always, there is ro other gum quite so 
flavorful as Beech-Nut. 


Made by the Beech-Nut Packing Co., also 
makers of Beech-Nut Fruit Drops and Mints. 


Peppermint, Wintergreen and 
Spearmint Fiavors 






Beech-Nut Gum 


MAKES THE NEXT SMOKE TASTE BETTER 








Rare OPPORTUNITIES in 


CONSOLIDATED BOATS Built to order... 


also used craft 


type yac C U ace 
fu werful craft t ve years of service. 
Look into this opportunity. We are sure to have 


yat you want. ne LUdlow 7-1400 
r USED BOAT DEPARTMENT. 


leleor 


ONE EXAMPLE OF THE SPLENDID VALUES NOW AVAILABLE 



















CONSOLIDATED 
SHIPBUILDING CORP. 


MORRIS HEIGHTS, NEW YORK CITY 
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Rep: I see where lots of firms are cutting down their adver- 


tising. 
Biue: Yeah, doing it in times like these is on a par with tak- 
ing the worm off the hook and fishing with a safety pin! 


—Pathfinder. 











“The pay is eighteen dollars and a General's uniform or sixteen 


dollars and a Field Marshal’s uniform.” 








































After exposure—avoid Sore Throat 
LISTERINE 


checks it quickly 
because powerful 
against germs 







































Sore throat is a danger signal of on- 
coming trouble—a cold or worse. 


It usually develops after sudden 
changes in temperature or expos- 
ure to others in overheated offices, 
germ-ridden railway trains, street 
cars and buses. Wet feet also encour- 

age it. 

The moment your throat feels 
irritated, gargle with Listerine full 
strength. Sore throat is usually 
caused by germs—and full-strength 
Listerine kills germs. 

For example, it kills even the 
virulent B. Typhosus (typhoid) and 

M. Aureus (pus) germs in 15 sec- 
onds, as shown by repeated labora- 
tory tests. Yet it may be used full 
strength in any cavity of the body. 
Indeed, the safe antiseptic. 

The moment Listerine enters the 
mouth it attacks the disease-pro- 
ducing bacteria that cause you 
trouble. And unless your sore throat 

is a symptom of some more serious 
disease, calling for the services of 
a physician, Listerine will check it 
in an amazingly short time. 

For your own protection, keep a 
bottle in home and office. It’s an 
investment in health. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, 

Mo., U.S. A. 


29 
DISEASES may 
enter the body 


through the 
MOUTH 


° 
Keep it clean! 


oo. 
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BECAUSE OF THIS SPIRIT 
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Tue biggest thing about your tele- 
phone is the spirit of the hundreds 
of thousands of people who make 
up the Bell System. No matter 
what their particular jobs may be, 
they are first of all telephone men 
and women. 

The loyalty of these people to 
the ideals of their work is reflected 
in every phase of your telephone 
service. It shows in the increasing 
speed with which your local and 
long distance calls are completed. 
It shows in the greater accuracy 
with which they are handled. It 
shows in the wider and more con- 
venient facilities which are placed 
extension tele- 





at your command 
phones, intercommunicating sys- 
tems for home and office, small and 
large switchboards, teletypewriters 
and many others. 


Because of this spirit, your needs 
for fast, complete and inexpensive 
telephone service are more fully 
met each year. Men and women of 
the Bell System are constantly ex- 
plaining the varied telephone ser- 
vices to more and more users. They 
prepare the way for the new plant 
and equipment put at your disposal 
every year. Through their efforts, 
you receive better and wider service 
at a cost made possible only by 
an organization of this character. 

Although it does not appear on 
the balance sheet, the greatest 
asset of the Bell System lies in 
the skill, energy and purpose of 
the people who carry on its work. 
Every time you telephone, you 
get the advantage of this—in 
better and better service at the 
lowest possible cost. 





















“No,” she replied, sweetly, “nothing.” 







56 





“And is your daughter happily married?” 
“Oh, yes. Her husband is scared to death of her.” 
—Columbia “Jester.” 


A woman arriving in this country after a short visit to the 
Continent was asked the usual question by the Customs official 
at the landing port: “Anything to declare, madam?” 


“Then, madam,” said the official, “am I to take it that the 
fur tail I see hanging down under your coat is your own?” 


—Everybody’s Weekly. 


* AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY *® 


Movies 
(Continued from page 49) 


previous efforts, but he still has the un- 
happy faculty of overdoing things. As 
usual they have made him a romantic 
figure much akin to the rogues he has 
played in the past. In the days of the 
silent films John was hot stuff in these 
characterizations because of the beliey- 
able vitality of his actions and expres- 
sions. He has carried this lustiness over 
into the talkies, and there’s the rub. In 
assuming such a personality on stage or 
screen, a performer leaves himself the 
minimum amount of margin for error 
because it is very difficult to be one of 
these constantly vigorous birds without a 
bit of the ham creeping in, and the place 
where this unattractive element is most 


noticeable, and most objectionable, is in 


| 
| 











Bate 


The Camelot player improves his position at the movies. 


th 
4 


ype! oo OR 


the voice. 
From which you may judge that we 
did not like “The Phantom of Paris.” 


“Ambassador Bill’ 
ILL ROGERS must be considered 


a household asset by the parents of 
children who are at “that” age. You 
never have to worry about what Will is 
going to say or do next, and you can 
always be sure that the atmosphere of 
his films will be safely on the decent 
side. 

“Ambassador Bill” is a typical Rogers 
comedy. He is ambassador to one of 
those small mythical countries that end 
in “vania” ... teaches the young king 
to play baseball; the nobility to play 
poker; settles the queen mother’s domes- 
tic affairs; and goes about generally 
knocking off high hats and puncturing 
political windbags. 

Will is a swell example of how accept- 
able an actor can be by just being him- 
self. Male inhabitants of Hollywood 
please copy. 



















































Copyright, 1931, 
New York American, Inc. 
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“Oh, the driver didn’t see us.” 


Obviously in this case he couldn’t, but Fifth Avenue bus drivers 
did see 54,730,484 passengers who were carried by the buses in 
the past 12 months. 

Wanamaker’s offered, in an advertisement last week, a made- 
to-order suit at $27.50. Bus passengers, if they are daily riders 300 
days a year, pay $60 a year to get downtown and return. If they 
used the surface cars they could save $30—the cost of a suit made 
to their measure. If they had to save the $30, don’t you think they 
would do it. 

Bus passengers furnish you an audience of people with above 
the average means. Through an advertisement in the buses you 
can reach them at a very low rate per thousand, at a most opportune 
time, when they are on their way to their business in the center of 
the shopping district, or on their way to shop. 


Let us send you information and rate cards 


AGENCY COMMISSION 15%—CASH DISCOUNT 2% 


JOHN H. LIVINGSTON, JR. 


ADVERTISING SPACE IN THE FIFTH AVENUE COACHES 
425 Fifth Avenue, New York 
Tel. CA—5-2151 














out of 


A GENERATIONS 
Smoke FDGEWORTH | 


(But the fourth is only 5 years old) 


NM R. Ropert M. GaBecer of 
Gloversville, N. Y., comes 


from a pipe-smoking family. The 
Gabelers are men who enjoy their 
and Mr. Gabeler’s letter 
printed below will quickly tell 


smoking, 


you why: 


“Gentlemen: 

“| have smoked Edgeworth tobacco 
since 1918, when I first started to 
smoke. | have never been able to find 
another tobacco to satisfy me as 
Kdgeworth does. Naturally I have 


tried several different brands, but 


there is something lacking in all of 


them. 

“There are four generations in our 
family and three of them smoke I-dge- 
worth. The only reason that t 


oke it too is that 


fourth doesn’t sn 
} “a a — 
wsony § years Old: 

“When my son becomes old enough 


to smoke I'll present him with a pipe 


believe that Edgeworth contains 
nothing but the highest grade 


; ” 
tobacco. 


What Mr. Gabeler says about 
Edgeworth echoes what thousands 
and thousands of men have found 
to be true about pipe smoking, 
znd about Edgeworth, too. For 
full pleasure from smoking, a pipe 
filled with Fdgeworth tops the 


field. 


Just settle down to a good pipe 
and Edgeworth. You'll have the 
coolest, smoothest, finest-flavored 
smoke that a man ever knew. 

All we ask is that you give pipe 
smoking 4 fair chance. Get Edge- 
worth at any dealer’s. Or, if you 
want to try before you buy, clip 
the coupon. It will bring you a 
special sample packet of Edge- 
worth, free. Larus & Bro. Co., 100 


and a supply of Edgeworth. [honestly —S. 22d St., Richmond, Va. 


What a Welcome Christmas Gift! 


Give him Edgeworth and a pipe for Christmas—see what g 


a welcome they get! A pipe and good tobacco is a smoke 







a man can really enjoy. If your dealer can’t supply 
Edgeworth gift cartons, we can. Send us your cards 
and we'll mail the Edgeworth 
to your Christmas list. $1.65 
a pound in glass jar, $1.50 a 
pound in Humidor tin, 75¢ a 
half pound. And, if you prefer 
to try before you buy, the 
coupon below will bring you 


a special sample packet, free! 


CLIP COUPON 


LARUS & BRO. CO., 100 S. 22d St. 
Richmond, Va. Send me the Edgeworth sample packet. 
I'll try the Edgeworth in a good pipe. 











Name - - —— — 


Address__ ——— os 








City and State___ 


LISTEN TO THE DIXIE SPIRITUAL SINGERS AS THEY SING IN 
THE EDGEWORTH FACTORY, N. B. C. BLUE NETWORK EVERY THURSDAY EVENING 
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The depression hits the apartment houses. 
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Life’s 
Dog Calendar 
for 1932 


Put a little dog on 
your 1932 timepiece! 


Hundreds of Life readers buy Life’s Dog Calendar 


each year. How can you turn over a new leaf, how 
can you make your good resolutions for 1932, 
without this calendar? How can you expect to ap- 
point and keep your engagements next year if you 
fail to send your dollar in now, and get this doggie 
timepiece, which runs all the year without winding. 
Memorable dog pictures in full color by Nell Hott 
and Edwina, with vignettes of popular little SIN. 
BAD running all the way through. Size, 10 by 14 
inches. For your own convenience, use the coupon 
—mail it today and have your 1932 calendar 
ready to hang up on January First. [Six pages | 


“Just Us” 


MAIL TODAY FOR LIFE’S DOG CALENDAR 


Life Publishing Co., 
60 East 42nd St., New York 
Gentlemen: 


I enclose $___for which please send to the 
list attached, or to me at the address below, 


1932 DOG CALENDARS at $1.00 each. 
Name_____ : 4 
Street 


SS 














telltale lla dll ll i de dy 


From New York Feb. 3 


73 DAYS 
« 


SPAIN 
MALTA 
FRANCE 
ITALY 


JUGO-SLAVIA 
. 


In fact, the Mediterranean Cruise 
complete...53 ports and places 
in 24 countries ...done by the 
ship famed for world cruises... 


Empress of 
Australia 


... scaled to spacious living, from 
Roman bath to Canadian Pacific 
service. Notice particularly how 
completely the Near East is 
cov ered: 

e 

GREECE 

TURKEY 

RHODES 

CYPRUS 

SYRIA 

PALESTINE 

EGYPT 

. 

RECORD LOW SCALE OF FARES 


“900... 


ONE MANAGEMENT 
SHIP AND SHORE 


ANADIAN 
PaciFic 


Study the itinerary. See ship’s plan. Book- 
let from your own agent, or Canadian 
Pacific, 344 Madison Ave., New York; 1500 
Locust St., Philadelphia; 405 Boylston St., 
Boston; 160 Pearl St., Buffalo, and 31 
other cities in United States and Canada. | 





| get places for your arms. 


Anagrins 
Scramble up some fun for yourself. 
Take each word given below, re- 
| arrange the letters in it and with the | 
| one given letter make up the new word 
which is defined. 
(1) Scramble boarder with a w and 


get a place for your clothes. 
(2) Scramble vessel with an e and | 


(3) Scramble remote with an s and | 
get celestial fragments. 
(5) Scramble restive with an i and | 
get some truths. 
(5) Scramble hearings with an e and | 
get a salary grab. 
(Answers on page 66) 





Diner: The man who killed this 
chicken had a kind heart. 
Waster: What makes you think thar, 
sir? 
Diner: Well, he must have hesitated | 
five or six years before doing it. 
—Answers. 





We read that a well-known chess- 
player has lived in his present house for 
over thirty years. He is naturally not the 
sort of person to make a move in a hurry. 


—The Humorist. 



































The Speakeasy proprietor does his Christ- | 














Gettin’ ready 
for 
Christmas? 


I, SINBAD, 
will give you a piece of advice. 
Don’t let them clean YOU up 
buying Christmas gifts. Be 
economical—do your Christ- 
mas shopping wisely! Buy my 
book for as many as you can, 
and figure out what you'll save 
at only $2.50 per gift. 

All ages like my book—you 
ought to see the nice letters 
they write to me about it. Ev- 
ery page full of pictures by 
EDWINA, the lady who draws 
me. Young and old, they all 
fall—but especially the chil- 
dren. 

Jot down a list of names and 
addresses and we'll mail the 
hook with a gift card bearing 
your name to each. 


P. S.—Don’t forget to order 
a copy for yourself! 


Life 


60 East 42nd Street, New York City 








mas shopping. | 
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New Handy size for GOLDEN BOOK Magazine 





The thrill of finding a 
little-known masterpiece 


Hore in dusty corners 
of libraries and on the rear shelves of old 


bookstores, are thousands of rare and un- 





usual pieces of literature—stories, essays, 
plays, and works so out-of-the-ordinary that 
they defy classification. Mass indifference 
and literary over-production keep them in 


seclusion, 


But Golden Book is not edited for the 
mass. One of the golden pleasures of read- 
ing this unique magazine is tasting these 


exquisite out-of-the-way pieces of crafts- 











manship, dug up at great pains for those 





who enjoy them but haven't time to explore 





wins public fancy 


With the August number, Golden Book appeared in a con- 
venient book size. Newsstand sales jumped unbelievably, and 
renewal orders have increased six-fold. 

It looks as though Golden Book has taken its logical— 
and permanent—format. 

Golden Book is the same unique magazine treat, merely 
compressed into a handy 6 by 9 inch size. But instead of less 
editorial matter, there is slightly more. 

Now, in its appropriate size, we realize how many people 
appreciate this kind of literature. 

Now—you can slip Golden Book in your pocket or overnight 


bag—hold it in one hand—read it without finger fatigue. 


Stories you remember 
—and talk about 


Golden Book has not suspended the 


gold standard! It continues to discover 


and collect only the finest artistic mas- 


terpieces of pure gold—rich, enduring 


tales of adventure, love, and social 


pleasantries — full-fleshed plays, and 





the obscure byways of literature. 


THINK TWICE BEFORE YOU ACT! 


If you think Golden Book is just another story 
magazine—frankly, you will not be interested in it. 
If your brain cells beat in tune with subway wheels 


and “confessions” literature, you will be disappointed. 
If you would like to spend a dollar to see what 
Golden Book really is, the coupon is for you. 
A yearly subscription makes an ideal Christmas gift 
to a lover of good literature. We send free a hand- 


some Christmas card announcing the gift. 


comic too—and all manner of sparkling 
gems from the homeliest to the most 
exotic. Only one law governs the selection of material 


for Golden Book: it must be out of the ordinary. 


as 


Golden Book is the rare wine of magazines. Only 
time and skill can produce it. Only the finest of all 
ages “makes the grade.” Our own testing laboratory 
rejects everything that is superficial, dry, or common- 
place. Our board of governors accepts only writing 


that has genuine blood in its arteries. 





GOLDEN BOOK MAGAZINE, LI 12-31 
55 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 

Gentlemen : Put me down for six issues of the new 
Golden Book, and send a bill for $1. This obligates me 
to be my own judge. 

Name 


Street Address 








pea ape am AN aA Nae IE AN 


City and State 


(J) Check here if you wish to order for one year at 
regular subscription price of $3. 




















CAMELOT 


A GAME BY GEORGE S. PARKER 


beg, Botton, ot Buy 
Camelot; but be Sure 
Play Camelot 


Donot delay the enjoyment of thisnew pleasure, 
the Fun is in Playing it! 
Great is the thrill where victory or defeat 


hangs on the next few moves! For the most in- 
teresting situations from actual play we offer 


$1000 in Prizes 


First Prize, $200; two Prizes of $100; 








eight of $25; twenty of $10; forty of $5. | 


Contest Rules: As you play Camelot you will always reach 
ituations which offer amusing problems in choice of play 
Write down the position of the pieces, with the next few 
ensuing moves as played, or, your comments on what 
hould have been done. Mail this with your name and ad 
lress to Camelot Editor, Parker Brothers, Salem, Mass 
Entries must be received within two weeks after Christmas, 
l.e., by January 8. Prize winners will be announced in the 
Literary Digest at an early date thereafter. Anyone (ex 
cept employees of Parker Brothers) may compete, and 
may send in not exceeding five situations. No special 
forms are required, but if you will write to Parker 
Brothers, they will forward you helpful suggestions and 
diagrams for recording your play 


CASTLE SET 
The New $5 Set with Ivoroid Pieces 


The Red and White Ivoroid Pieces 


they have been obtainable only in 
f= $10 and higher priced sets. This is 
the set smart hostesses are using 
at parties. Ask for the new Five Dollar Set 
with Ivoroid Pieces . . . Price, $5.00 


TOURNAMENT Edition: with Large Squares and Large 
Weighted and Felted Playing Pieces, cloth bd. $7.50 


POPULAR Edition: Red Bound . . » « $4.50 


Other Editions, $1 to $50. Send for complete list. 
At DEALERS’ or by mail 


What Experts Say of Camelot 


Milton C. Work says—‘“It is a brilliant game 

of extraordinary fascination. Camelot is one 

of the few really great games.” 

E. V. Shepard calls it “A masterpiece in 
4 ” 

games—a new delight. 


Other Famous PARKER GAMES: Pegity, 
Ping-Pong, Rook, Pit, Touring, Lindy, 
Halma, Five Wise Birds, Derby-Day, 
Pastime Picture Puzzles, etc. 


“The Standard of Excellence in Games” 


PARKER BROTHERS inc 


NEW YORK, LONDON 



















to 
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are a delight to handle, and double | 
the fun of playing! Until now, | 





Signs and Portents 
| Oh, Mr. Schultz, Lord of The Base- 


ment— 
| What metamorphosis of late 
Has changed your chronic self-efface- 
ment 
| Into an omnipresent state? 
| Now the radiators sizzle, 
And each time we ’phone your flat 





| You appear with wrench and chisel, | 
| A Teutonic diplomat. | 
| Oh, Mr. Schultz, whatever changed | 
| your former isolation 

| Into your present attitude of smooth 


cooperation? 


| Oh, Sam, Proud Guardian of The 
Portal— 
Does your blue bonnet hide a bee? | 
Last night when I, a mundane mor- 
tal, 
Arrived at home you spoke to me! | 
| Can it be that you are foxy 
When your smile becomes as sweet 
As an usher’s at The Roxy 
Pointing out a vacant seat? 
Oh, Sam, Oh, Sam, the tenants of 
your temple are ecstatic 
To see Your Gracious Majesty a 
mite more democratic! 


| 
| 


| 





| Oh, Lords who run the elevators, 
| Oh, Dukes who dust and clean the 


tiles— | 
| As friendly as my college fraters | 
You radiate effulgent smiles. | 
Is there method in your madness 
When each visage brightly beams? 
Is this newly-nurtured gladness 
Part of certain subtle schemes? 
I wonder, yes, I wonder if there may 
be some connection 
Between the Christmas season and 
your laudable perfection. 


—Arthur L. Lippmann. 











Life’s Fresh Air Fund 


Lire’s FresH Air Funp has been in oper- 
ation for the past forty-four years. In that 
time it has expended over $582,000 and has 
provided more than 54,000 country vacations 
for poor city children. 

Twenty dollars, approximately, pays for | 
such a holiday for some poor child from the 
crowded, hot city. 

Contributions should be made payable to 

| Lire’s Frests Air Funp, and sent to 60 East 
42nd Street, New York City. 


Previously acknowledged $31,083.25 
| Mrs. Sheldon Tilney, Orange, N. J. 

a ara rr 20.00 
Geo. A. Lindabery, Pottersville, 


. Pew pea 
Anonymously, A.M.K.S.. . . . 1.00 
“Earned by the Zinsser Children” . 7.00 
6393 Station St., Pittsburgh . . 1.00 
Ray Brown, New York . .. . 10.00 | 

\ $31,132.25 | 

















Character, in tattered arms and 
massive body, marks the gentle 
giant of the dyke. So, too, does 
character endow with friendly 
life the mellow flavor of 


_ Oia 
Griar 


TOBACCO 
(> Briar has one quality that is rarely 
found in smoking tobaccos. While its 
fragrance and mildness appeal to the taste 
of even the comparative novice in the ranks 
of pipe smokers, it has a relishin sparkle 
that bie a deep sense of satisfaction to 
veterans of the briar. This singular char- 
acter distinguishes it as an exceptional blend 


and wins friendships that — more stead- 
fast with every new pipeful 











UNITED STATES 
TOBACCO COMPANY 
RICHMOND, VA., U. S. A. 
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299 
hotel! 


ft. MORITZ 


ON THE PARK 
50 CENTRAL PARK SO.,N. Y. 
Direction: S. Gregory Taylor 











The double joy of 
living “in the Conti- 
nental manner”... 
with American econ- 
omy... exists in all 
the world ... at the 
Hotel St. Moritz only. 


For permanent or transient 
residence. Luncheon served in 
the Sky Salon. Dinner- and 
supper-dancing in the Grill. 
Tea at RUMPELMAYER'S ... 


a 














271 people did NOT 
hear COON-SANDERS 
last Saturday 





Alas, these poor unfortunates...16 jumped 
off bridges, 8 threw themselves in front 
of taxis, while 133 went all the way home 
and listened to Coon-Sanders over the 
radio. # But all is not lost. In the Terrace 
Restaurant, the Nighthawks are dishing 
up their special kind of music every 
night except Sunday. What music! What 
food! What fun! And what low prices! 
See YOU tonight? ($1 couvert, $2 on 
Saturdays and holidays). 


HOTEL NEW YORKER 


34th Street at 8th Avenue, New York 
RALPH HITZ, MANAGING DIRECTOR 








“Gimme 
More 
Moisture 


| “Im Moist 
Enough“ 


Preserves Your 
Favorite Tobacco 










Tree Surckon: Good Lord, my best 


patient! 


“Can you tell me the name of the 
Dean of this school?” 
“Naw, I’m just a football player here.” 
—Pitt Panther. 





The latest type of touring car is to 





have six wheels. A pedestrian points out 
that it makes no difference how many 


BOSTONIAN HUMIDORS 


Like all Bostonians—these Bomb Humidors are equip- 
ped with Aztec Clay (lifetime) Moisteners. Offered 
in a wide variety of all metal or metal and enamel 
finishes. Plain or in pleasing color combinations. A 
wise gift for the smoker. $7.50 up. 


wheels a car has; the first two are always 
the worst. 
—Passing Show. 





A scientist says there is no such thing 
as a perfect climate. Californians will 
retort that there is no such thing as a 
perfect scientist. 


—Publishers’ Syndicate. 





Town Visitor: You’re quite wrong in 
considering the birds a nuisance; they 
devour insects and caterpillars. 

Farmer: Thanks for telling me. It’s a 





| SMALL LOW BOSTONIAN of highly polished solid 
brass with choice of two mediaeval English designs 
in color. Has metal cigarette separators. $2.00 each, 


great consolation to know that they eat 


my fruit merely for dessert. 
. } 
—Pearson’s. 


TESTIS 
Sa ATE 


York | lanl ea, ol New and novel—these 
or lave organise to teach the poor beverage shakers are 

made er smarter ser- 
vice. Non-leakable, non- 
tarnishable. No cork to 
dry, with a shape that 
does not permit a slip. 
Made in three styles. 
Always a welcome gift. 
All models are quart 
size. 

















Three hundred Society women of New 


how to economise. In self-defence the 
poor should organise to teach the rich 
how to spend money. 


—Punch. 




















$3.00 (chrome-like 
metal) Green, Red, 
or Black body 


You may chcose 
either of two de- 
Signs. 


$5.00 othe plate | 
—24K lined) .F our 
designs — Hunt— © 
Ship—Golfer—or 
Covered Wagon. 


All English Butler 
Silver finish $7.50. 





BITTERS 


Use a Tablespoen in a 

Glass of Ginger Ale or 

Water. A Good Tonic 
and Palatable. 








At leading department, seein, sift and 
tobacco stores. 


THE ROBBINS COMPANY 


Bostonian Division, Dept. 2 
Attleboro, Mass., U. S. 


Sample of Bitters by 
mail 25 cts. 
Cc. W. ABBOTT & CO. 
Baltimore, Md. | 




















Health and 
pleasure, 
both, 


in av 1s 
yi" 
pp? 


A delicious, refreshing, 
AID TO DIGESTION 


The Finest Sparkling Table Water 
in the World 


Sole Importers: Apollinaris Agency Co. 
Fifth Averue at 42nd Street, New York 








“A Has-Been, isn’t he?” 
“No; merely a Thinks-He-Was.” 
—Tit-Bits. 





CREAM 





F-R- Saquiss & SONS 


Ask your druggist for a free trial tube 

or send 10 cents for a guest-size tube to 

E. R. Squibb & Sons, Squibb Building, 
New York. 
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| Great Dramas In 


Sports 
(Continued from page 38) 


coming to a close. Almost any minute 
the whistle might sound. . . . The specta- 
tors sat breathlessly on the edge of their 
. . Princeton praying for the 
Yale hoping it would be 
delayed for a few minutes yet. 

Nothing could stop Coy now... . 
Fresh men came into the Princeton line, 


seats. . 


whistle. . . . 


and were stamped as ruthlessly under his 
cleated shoes as the others had been. 

The Tigers braced themselves for one 
more effort, with the shadow of the goal- 
posts across their backs and despair in 
their hearts . . 
them and over the goal for the touch- 
down that beat Princeton! 





Alf Freidman’s gag is too amusing 
to keep out of the column even though 


| it has been going around. 





One of those third-rate laundries, re- 
ports Alf, had a lazy, careless and sarcas- 
tic worker, who made another costly 
boner. He starched a bedsheet! 

“You dope!” 
“what do you expect me to do with a 
starched bedsheet?” 

“Aw,” was the snapper, “why don’tcha 
send it to Gandhi? Maybe he can use it 
for a tuxedo!” 

—Walter Winchell in the 
New York Mirror. 


growled the proprietor, 





Sign on a hot dog stand at Valdosta, 
Ga.: HOOVER TURKEYS—5c 
—Pathfinder. 





“How did you cure your wife of her 
antique craze?” 

“Oh, I just gave her a 1907 model car 
for her birthday.” 


—Pearson’s. 





In a Pinch, use ALLEN’S FOOT=EASE 





Solution of November 27 
Crossword Puzzle 


mT 





. and Ted rammed past | 


| 





| 
| 
| 


| 
| 








DAYTONA 
BEACH 


fF L—OR SE 


Cocoanuts? Guess again. 
Golf ball? RIGHT! 


Believe it or not. No we don’t say 
it has been made. But it could 
be made at Daytona Beach. First 
because we have the courses, 
four fine ones; second, because 
we have the palms; and third, 
because we have the warm, sun- 
ny weather which makes palm 
trees and winter golf possible; 
and other summer sports. 





A few hours by plane, a few more by 

train; three days (from New York) “Ss 
by boat; three to five by motor. For “7 
booklet address G-H Chamber of . 
Commerce. . 


And so accessible and inexpensive! 
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~_ 
$3,000 RING 
found in bath tub 


yp departing guest was 
frantic: A $3,000 diamond 
ring lost—and he couldn't wait 
to look for it. With agony in 
his voice, he called the United 
Manager. Three hours go by. 
The guest has gone, but the 
manager is still on the job. 


A wild idea—the Manager 
kes a flash-light down the 
Poth tub drain—there’s a faint 
paar na seeeg arrive, the 
rain gives up a $3,000 ring. 
Another true story proving 
that United Managers do the 
impossible in finding lost ar- 
ticles. This extra service costs 
the hotel money? Yes, but 
what of it. Extra service is 
taken for granted at United 
Hotels, just like larger rooms 
per dollar—and handy garages. 


Extra service at each of the 23 


UNITED HOTELS 


Nie 














Fra 
Aq 
Scy 
Cal 











ph... HAITIEN 


CARTAGENA 





; 


3 
~s 
3 
i 
t 


$T. PIERRE 


BARBADOS 


PORT OF SPAIN 
LA GUAYRA 


$T. THOMAS 


SANTO DOMINGO 
PORT AU PRINCE 


& FORT DE FRANCE 


HAVANA 


New ports, shyly hiding in out-of-the-way 
places ... Cap Haitien, with the famous 
Citadel of his Black Majesty, Cristophe 
coe Cartagena, the old-walled Metrop- 
olis of the Spanish Main... are some 
of the special features offered on Cunard 
West Indies cruises this season. 
Whether you can spare only 4 days for a 
shorter cruise, or 23 days for the longer 

. . whether your purse is bashfully slen- 
der or proudly plump ... you'll find 
one of the many Cunard West Indies 
cruises just the one you want: 


Franconia Dec.19 16 days California Feb. 13 18 days 
Aquitania Dec. 22 4 days Scythia Feb.27 23 days 
Scythia Dec.26 9days California Mar. 5 15 days 
California Jean.23 18 days Scythia Apr. 16 12 days 


AND EVERY WEEK TO 
HAVANA and NASSAU 
Beginning Friday, Jan. 15th, the famous 
Cunarders SCYTHIA and CARINTHIA sail alter- 
nately every Friday from New York to Nassau 
and Havana... returning 9 days later. Rates 
$90 one way, $125 round trip. 

No passports required 


Book thru your Local Agent. No one can serve you better. 
The Cunard Steam Ship Co., Ltd., 25. Broadway, N. Y. 


CUNARD 


Christmas Suggestions 
By Berton BraLey 


To all and sundry friends of mine 
Who might intend on Christmas 

day 

To bring me gifts, I drop this line 

| Suggesting in the subtlest way 

| I crave no presents to display 

| But hint, although it may seem 

funny, 

That in the place of gifts you may 
Send me the Money! 





There’s nothing artisans design 

In silver, wood, or gold or clay, 
| For which so poignantly I pine 
| As for the coin of U.S. A. 
| You will not hurt my feelings, nay, 
'll gambol like a playful bunny, 
| If, in selecting things, you'll pray, 

Send ME the Money! 


| The Christmas Spirit’s just as fine | 

| (To me, at least) if what you lay | 

Upon our faithful  friendship’s 
shrine 

Is checks or cash that will defray 

| The tradesmen’s bills, and help to 

| pay 

For clothes and shoes and milk and | 
honey, 

So, if you’re planning gifts, I say, 


Send ME the Money! 





Envoy 
You figured on a gift-card, hey? 
No sum’s too small to please me, 
sonny, 
Ten cents or two will make me gay, | 


Send me THE MONEY! 























“May I leave the room?” 



















IT'S AGOOD 
OLD SPANISH CUSTOM 


[ 
| TAKE YOUR MUG 
AND BRUSH 


| 
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SEK 
bring health in 
ALBUQUERQUE 

















Sse 

SEND Rest, fresh air and good food are 
FOR the essentials you must have 
OUR for recovery from pulmonary or 
FREE bronchial diseases.When you can 
BOOK add the extra and additional ad- 
LET vantages of Albuquerque’s climate 






to these essentials, you have every- 
thing fighting on your side. In Al- 
buquerque you rest through cheerful, 
stimulating days of sunshine; with 
never a fog and seldom a rainy day. 
You breathe clean, dry air that sweeps 
in overa thousand milesof mountainand 
mesa. Youhave the extra help of five thou- 
sand feet of altitude. These things often 
make the ‘Magic Difference”—tipping the 
scales in favor of quick recovery to robust 
health. Shouldn’t they be fighting for you? 


Albuquerque Civic Council, 
1331 Sunshine Building, | 
Albuquerque, New Mexico. 


Please send a copy of your free booklet to: 























one. 






Reservations for the 


may be made of the 


New York 


SAVOY-PLAZA 


Ideally located on Fifth 
, Avenue at the entrance 
to Central Park, The 
Plaza and The Savoy- 
Plaza offer the highest 
standards of hospitality 
. .. everything to make 
your visit an enjoyable 


NATIONAL HOTEL of CUBA 
PLAZA and SAVOY-PLAZA 


The COPLEY-PLAZA, Boston 


























HOTELS 
Of 


HENRY A. ROST 
President 





















FRED STERRY 
President 


JOHN D. OWEN 
Manager 


DISTINCTION 


AP 
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T YIN TAT 
| VIRGINIA INN 
ON LAKE OSCEOLA 
In Florida’s Most Beautiful Small City 
WINTER PARK 
American Plan. 
Weekly rates, 
Table 


Every roc 


$419 to $70 per person 


and Service Excellent 
m steam heated 
Putting course on grounds. 

Excellent 18-Hole Golf Course. 
| Open December to April 
| 


JOHN J. HENNESSY, Mgr. Dir. 
Summer Season: 


Ocean House, Watch Hill, R. I. 

















MADISON AVENUE 
AT FIFTY EIGHT STREET % 


NEW YORK CITY 


CABLE ADDRESS 
MADISOTEL’ 


BERTRAM WEAL 
MANAGING DIRECTOR 








Answers to Anagrins 
(on page 60) 
(1) Wardrobe. 
(2) Sleeves. 
(3) Meteors. 
(4) Verities. 
(5) Garnishee. 





The News a Hundred 
Years Ago 


WE LEARN that an_ unsuccessful 








attempt was made night before last to 


rob the Butcher’s and Drover’s Bank. 
The front door was opened with a false 
key, and the door of the apartment in 
which the banking business is conducted 
was bored into, until the villains found 
that it is faced on the inside with iron. 
Then the robbers retreated. 


WHALE OIL—50 hhds. 45 tierces 
30 bbls., landing from sloops Cabat and 


Gen. Brainard, Peck Slip, for sale by 


Fish Grinnell & Co., 134 Front Street. 


PORTUGESE LEECHES—A fresh 


supply just received at the druggist store 


79 Fulton, Loring & Prescott. 


—From “A Century Ago To-day in The | 


New York Evening Post.” 
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LIFE IN SOCIETY 
Mr. Henry Pendleton Tucker gave 
his bachelor dinner last night for 
about thirty guests. The dinner table 
was gay with a floral decoration of 
vari-colored gladioli and off-colored 
smartcrax. 








The Mountain View House, 
ONLY ONE ANSWER White Mountains, has more than 


240 Autumn guests. There was a 
TO THIS RIDDLE 


| bridge party of thirty-five tables last 

ight. St. B dd d re- 

THE question of which dentifrice to a ae ee 
choose is enough to puzzle anybody. 


freshments. 
There are so many varieties and so , -% 
many conflicting claims. What you | Mrs. W. Coderra Wright is in 
want, of course, is one that cleans | charge of arrangements for a hard 
your teeth thoroughly and safely. | times party and old clothes dance 
_ ger p spent 7 in- | which will be held tomorrow night 
vestigating dental care, and pertect- i 
ing the formula for Squibb Dental at the Embassy Club. The guests will 
Cream. They found that the harsh 
abrasives and powerful bleaches used 
in —_ dentifrices could do perma-| A reception at the Berkshire Mu- 
nen ; 
os ae on — and — seum of National History and Art 
q ntains no grit, no |. Pittsfield last night opened the 


astringent — nothing that can pos- |“. Pre 
sibly injure. It is made with more ninth annual exhibition of the Pitts- 


than 50% Milk of Magnesia —a | field Art League. The committee in 
product used by dentists everywhere | charge decided Mrs. Roland F. 
in the care of teeth, And Squibb Murch, a valuable mummy, should 
Milk of Magnesia is extra pure, be added to the collection 
smooth and pleasant to the taste. , 
Try Squibb Dental Cream. See , 
how beautifully it cleans—how re- | Miss Ruth Jones, who -spent the 
freshing it is to your entire mouth. | past month mountain climbing in the | 
Use it after smoking, or before going | Swiss Alps, has returned to the Park | 
out for the evening. Get a tube from | 
your druggist today, and brush your 
teeth with it morning and night. 
Copyright 1931 by E. BR. Squibb & Sons 





come just as they are. 




















Lame. 





Mr. William H. Vanderbilt drove 
his coach “Venture”, with four-in-| 
hand, into Newport harbor today, | 


thinking it was his yacht, “Vara”. 


The American Dental Association, Council 
mm Dental Therapeutics, has placed its 
Seal af Acceptance on Squibb Dental Cream. 








Princess Kara de Silva e Lima gave 
a farewell luncheon yesterday at the 
Longacre Pharmacy before sailing 
later on the Staten Island ferry. | 





Miss Beth Cleary of New York 
has arrived at the Ravine to enjoy 
mountain climbing. Tomorrow her | 
chauffeur will scale Mt. Washing- 


ton for her. 





| 
| 





Mr. and Mrs. Hall Jones of | 
Waterbury have been entertaining 
Mr. and Mrs. A. Skinner Brewster | 
of Palm Beach, because the Brew- | 
pores have a guest room they’re not | 
going to use this Winter. 


—Jack Cluett. 
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Please a Man 
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ASK 











EVENING 
SETS 


SWANK Evening Sets are smart as 
finely tailored clothes, designed to 
withstand the most critical inspec- 
tion. Sets of five and 
priced from $2.50 to $35.00 at 
men’s shops and jewelers. Every 


nine pieces 


piece stamped “SWANK”—insignia 
of correctness, utility, value. 





COLLAR 
HOLDER 


Looks like a pin—but isn’t. Slips 
on and off but holds fast. Makes the 
smart collar smarter still. Gives to 
both collar and tie the touch of cor- 
rect, masculine style. Priced 50c to 


$10.00 at men’s shops and jewelers 
in many new modern designs. 


as 







The efficient, 


ai 






TIE KLIP 


Tethers the tie correctly and 
adds the style touch. Rolls on and 
off but holds fast. Made in designs 
matched with SWANK Collar Hold- 
ers. Sets priced from $2.00 up. Tie 
Klips 50c to $10.00 at men’s shops 
and jewelers. 












KUFF BUTTON 


modern and 


emart way to fasten French cuffs, 


50c to $25.00 at men’s shops and 
jewelers. 


SWANK LINKS 


For the conservative man whose 
clothes always manage to be just a 





& WILDE CO. 
A. 


bit formal. 50c to $5.00. 
SWANK COLLAR - BUTTONS 
are different in shape, better in con- 
struction and finish. 


Made by the BAER 
ATTLEBORO, MASS., U. S. 


67 














“Chic eo) ale—The 
pecialist 


interviews 


Granny 
White 


= HE first hundred years are the 

hardest,’’ sez Granny White, 
as she hopped in her yellow roadster 
to go to the miniature golf course. 
**After that you are kept smilin’ an’ 
happy fer another fifty by folks askin’ 
how you lived a hundred. 

*“Yesterday I had my picture made 
usin’ an automatic churn an’ today 
I’m to test some roller skates. To- 
morrow I'll be tryin’ out the steerin’ 
wheel on a new threshin’ machine or 
showin’ how easy a portable duck 
huntin’ canoe or a collapsible music 
rack unfolds. 

** All these things add to the length 
of life, but I wouldn’t be here to en- 
joy "em if it wasn’t fer those little 
chocolate tablets.’’ 

An’ she stepped on the gas an’ down 
the road she went. 


Chic 


ILLIONS like “‘those little choco- 
late tablets’’ not only for their 
delightful flavor—but for the important 
part they play in keeping them well. 
Ex-Lax is simply delicious choco- 
late combined with the scientific laxa- 
tive ingredient, phenolphthalein, of the 
right quality, in the right proportion, 
in the right dose. 
Ex-Lax is safe, gentle, effective—for 
every age. At druggists—10c, 25c, 50c. 


Keep ‘“‘regular’’ with 


EX-LAX 


The Chocolated Laxative 
SAMPLE of Ex-Lax and 


FREE “CHIC” SALE’S WELLS 
CORNERS GAZETTE 


Name 





Streat and” NUmMbe? ....ccccccecseseesersneeeene 





City State 
Mall this coupon to Ex-Lax, Inc., P. O. Box 170, 
Times Plaza Sta., Brooklyn, N. Y L. F. 121 





LIFE’S Cross Word Puzzle 





























i “EP Pp rT n4 
16 17 18 

| 19 20 22 

| 2a 23 a5 26 a7 





































































































































































































7O |72 73 |74 75 7e 77 |78 {79 
87 89 90 92 
93 95 
96 97 95 
ACROSS DOWN 
1. A blow hard. 1. Nobody’s friend. 
6. A frivelous objection. 2. A mere shadow. 
11. Hard knocks. 3. These are very flirtatious. 
16. Chew the rag. 4. An herb. 
17. Straighten out. 5. This is all mixed up. 
18. The soft palate. 6. The bill-of-fare. 
19. Short stories. 7. To estrange. 
20. This can throw the bull. 8. A Roman highway. 
21. Victim of a bath-tub murder. 9. Inside. 
22. A good thing to have up your 10. Get an education. 
sleeve 11. Human sponges. 
23. Something to build on. 12. Grape-like fruit. 
25. The moon and the stars. 13. Placed on a wall. 
27. Dined. 14. A dinner dish. 
28. Home in a tree. 15. Fed up. 
30. Time to be on one’s good behaviour. 24. This is not healthy. 
32. Negative. 26. A cuff on the ear. 
33. This starts people on the down grade. 29. Chinese coin. 
34. The whole amount. 31. Secure. 
36. This is free for all. 33. Let it stand. 
38. Indian totem post. 35. Behold. 
40. Carved stone. 37. Butter. 
43. You have to build a fire to get this 39. Over eager. 
up. 40. These are all teeth. 
45. Divinely beautiful woman. 41. One of a religious sect. 
49. Verbal. 42. River in France. 
50. The way to piece out your income. 43. Mrs. Noah must have 
51. Combative. sniffed at this animal. 
53. Russian local community. 44. The sign of subtraction. 
54. Greek letter. 46. A water-nymph. 
55. To be off guard. 47. Up to. 
56. Japanese statesman. 48. A short romance. 
57. Mammy’s kerchief. 50. To bring forth young. 
60. Young dog 52. To trim. 
61. The lion’s den. 54. Mountain lake. 
62. A hateful expression. 58. ver’s greeting. 
63. Falcon-like birds. 59. Point. 
65. Sorrowfully. 60. Summer flowers. 
66. Insect. 61. Solid ground. 
68. Floor covering. 64. To follow after. 
69. A household problem. 65. Thus. 
70. This is a whiz. 67. A toy. 
73. Belonging to. 69. Pronoun. 
75. Extravagant display of sentiment. 70. A nimble little flirt. 
77. These take engineering. 71. Speed. 
81. Important Chinese dynasty. 72. A gold filling. 
82. To bandy words. 74 nit of electrical 
84. Poverty. capacity. 
86. This is a pinch. 76. Good judgement. 
87. Town in Suffolk Co. N. Y. 78. The pine-apple. 
89. He’s all a-twitter. 79. An ecclesiastical crown. 
91. Peevish. 80. Kind of whale. 
93. Stand out prominently. 82. Went in haste. 
94. Otherwise. 83. Character in a play. 
95. More sensible. 85. A phonograph record. 
96. All wrought up. 88. Heat. 
97. Stupid. 90. Container. 
98. This works magic. 92 eer. 
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Rocky Mountain sheep have the nimble vigor 
Ethyl gives motors on hills. Not that Ethyl 
doesn’t make cars run better on level roads; it 
does. But you ought to try it on hills! There’s 
where controlled combustion gets a full chance to 
prove its value (and saving). The Ethy] fluid in Ethyl 
Gasoline prevents uneven explosions that cause 
power-waste, harmful knock and overheating; 
it delivers power with a smoothly increasing 
pressure that brings out the best in any motor. 


Try it. Ethyl Gasoline Corporation, New York City. 


Ca a ed ° "a hill 


wilh ETHYL 





BEST FOR WINTER, TOO— 
Ethyl Gasoline sold during winter is 
good, quick-starting gasoline p/us 
the greater power Ethyl fluid adds for 
driving in snow and slush, Like your- 
self, Ethyl changes coats to suit the 
season, bringing out your car’s. best 
performance every day of the year. 
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The active ingredient used in Ethyl 
fiuid is lead, 











© E.G.C. 1931 


ETHYL GASOLINE 








“| have to be 


kind to 
my throat” 


“I've tried several 
brands of cigarettes but |! 
prefer Luckies. | smoke them 
regularly as | have to be kind 
to my throat. | learned this from 
my previous stage experience. 
Your improved Cellophane 
wrapper is splendid. A flip 
of the tab and it’s open.” 


Way Frnssece 


When Kay Francis left the stage 
and enlisted in the Hollywood army, 
pictures got a great recruit! The tall 
brunette beauty was a great success 
on her film debut, and she’s charged 
along to even bigger things. She is 
one of Warner Bros.’ brightest stars. 


“It’s toasted” / 


Your Throat Protection — against irritation= against c ough 





And Moisture-Proof Cellophane Keeps 
that ‘‘Toasted’’ Flavor Ever Fresh 7 



















MOISTURE- 
~ «CELLOPHANE 
Sealed Tight 
Se Ever Right 


THE UNIQUE 

; HUMIDOR 
9 PACKAGE 
,. Zip- 


yf; att and it’s open! 
fe. 








* Is Miss Francis’ 
Statement Paid For 


You may be interested 
knowing that not one ce 
was paid to Miss Franc 
to make the above stot: 
ment. Miss Francis he 
been a smoker of LUCK 
STRIKE cigarettes for 
years. We hope the put 
licity herewith given wi 
be as beneficial to he 
and to Warner Bros., he: 
: ; : producers, as her endorse 
' t ment of LUCKIES is to yo: 
; and to us. 

















